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JUST A WOED ABOUT THIS 
STORY 

It is the story of an Impossibility 
— or of what some will consider an 
impossibility, though I have figured 
it all out in a way entirely satisfac- 
tory to myself. But that's neither 
here nor there. 

For it is also the story of a Possi- 
bility — ^the action of the people ; and 
of an assured Certainty — ^the action 
of God. ' 

It is a parable. It shows a church 
transferred to the highways and 
hedges, a church going forth, as all 
churches will some day go forth, to 
the place where the need is, where the 
work and the blessedness are. 
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Many, while this story was running 
as a serial, saw the force of the par- 
able, and wrote me of its effect upon 
their lives and their churches. Min- 
isters especially were moved by the 
little story, and read it to their peo- 
ple. They have asked to have it pub- 
lished in such shape that they may 
give it away, to promote the evangel- 
istic spirit in their congregations. A 
part of it has been printed in Japan- 
ese, and a request has come for per- 
mission to translate it into Bohemian. 
Already it has been instrumental in 
revivals. 

These indications, for which I am 
profoundly grateful, have led me to 
hope that God will use the little book 
for the advancement of His King- 

Amos E. Wells. 
Boston, April 10, 1906. 
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CHAPTER I 

In Which the Church is Weighed and 

Found Decidedly Wanting. : : : : 



CHAPTER I 

IT had been said — ^tho the remark 
was doubtless prompted by jeal- 
ousy — ^that the Grace Evangelical 
Church held bazars for the sole pur- 
pose of exhibiting Miss Irene Hazel- 
wood. At any rate, the Grace Evan- 
gelical was very proud of Miss Irene, 
and would as soon hold a bazar with- 
out ice-cream as without her lovely 
face in the flower booth. 

Whatever might be the reigning 
blossom of the season and the fashion, 
Irene Hazelwood, embosomed in a 
stall full of the costly dainties, looked 
like that flower. 

Was it chrysanthemum time? Her 
11 



TUXEDO AVENUE 

golden Ijair and gracious manner won 
immediate adoption into that regal 
family of flowers. 

Was it a booth of Easter lilies? 
With a purity of countenance and a 
tall dignity like their own, she was a 
lily among them. 

Were roses festooned above her 
head and heaped dazzlingly before 
her and behind? Her eyes sparkled 
and her cheeks glowed with the splen- 
did beauty of summer. 

At this particular bazar she was to 
be a violet queen, and her loveliness 
was subdued instinctively to that 
color of rich reserve. She had chosen 
a gown of woodsy green, which, with 
the bunch of violets at her belt and 
the violet glow in her sincere eyes, 
transformed her into the herald blos- 
som of spring. Not a man of all the 
12 



TO WATER STREET 

room, young or old, but would gladly 
pay whatever outrageous price she 
chose to ask, just to have the memory 
of her white hands pinning the bou- 
tonniere to his coat. 

You may count on human nature, 
even at church fairs. 

It was early, and few were in the 
spacious vestry save excited young 
ladies, each putting the finishing 
touch to her stall. Irene was alone 
by the flower booth, talking earnestly 
to a diunpy and plain little woman in 
well- worn black. 

**I don't feel quite right about it, 
Caroline, ' ' she was saying. * * It looks 
so like — ^isn't it rather — ^well — '' 

^^Tricky?'' suggested the little 
woman, in a piping voice. 

**No, not that, of course; but — " 
Irene looked troubled. 
13 



TUXEDO AVENUE 

^*Now, my dear Miss Conscience, I 
take all this upon my own soul. Re- 
member, I am on a tour of sociologi- 
cal investigation. Sociology covers 
a multitude of — ^pretences, well say. 
How can I get the inside facts of your 
church-life here in the States unless I 
get on the inside? But you needn't 
introduce me. Indeed, I don't want 
you to, with those honest eyes. Just 
put me in the hands of some young 
girl or other, because you'll be too 
busy at the stall, you know. And 
over there's the very girl!" 

''What! Ruth Jarvis? Why, she's 
as innocent as a bluebird. She 
couldn't carry it off with — ^^" 

"All the better. Call her, and tell 
her to take care of me." 

"Well, if you really must/^ Irene 
assented. "O, Ruth I Ruth Jarvis! 
14 



TO WATER STREET 

You're always ready to obKge, 
Ruth,—'' 

The girl looked adoringly at Irene. 
Who wouldn't oblige her? 

** — and I want to put Miss Morton 
in your charge. Won't you intro- 
duce her around, and give her a good 
time?" 

*^Yes, indeed, I'll be glad to," said 
Ruth, her color heightening with the 
honor. ^^Miss Morton, wouldn't you 
like to see the Mother Goose booth? 
It's too funny for a^^^hing, and Mrs. 
Dunster — she's Mother Goose — she's 
just killing!" 

**Yes, miss, thank y' kindly, miss," 
replied the dumpy woman in black; 
^ ^ you 're most hobligin ', miss. ' ' 

They moved off together, Irene 
looking after them seriously, tho with 
a gleam of amusement in her eyes. 
15 



TUXEDO AVENUE 

After exhibiting her special de- 
lights, the effigies of fat Jack Spratt 
and his lean partner, Euth timidly 
approached the presiding genius of 
the shrine, who, in rich old brocade 
such as befitted one of the wealthiest 
ladies of Dexter, was impersonating 
Mother Goose. 

"Mrs. Dunster, this is Miss Mor- 
ton, a friend of Miss Hazelwood's.'' 

"From Hingland, mum, but I'm 
with Miss 'Azelwood, mum. An' sure 
she's a kind lidy to work for." 

The elegant Mrs. Dunster raised 
her long-handled eye-glasses and 
stared at Miss Morton as if she were 
a new sort of animal, somewhat curi- 
ous, but out of place. 

"M-m-m," said Mrs. Dunster, and 
turned her back. 

"Top-lofty old party," muttered 
16 
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TO WATER STREET 

the diunpy little woman to Ruth, and 
she seemed not the least abashed. 

Ruth, however, was vaguely per- 
plexed in her innocent young soul. 
This was a servant, then, — ^possibly 
the Hazelwood's new housekeeper; 
and tho Ruth had not lived her six- 
teen summers, she was dimly appre- 
hending the outline of classifications. 

But there was Mrs. Hemenway. 
Happy thought! Mrs. Hemenway 
taught the afternoon servant-girls' 
class of the Sunday school, and she 
would know just what to do. So ^*I 
want you to meet Mrs. Hemenway,'' 
said Ruth. 

"Mrs. Hemenway, this is Miss 
Morton, a friend of Miss — ^that is, she 
is staying at the Hazelwoods'." 

"An' a hexcellent plice to work it 
is, mum, ' ' Miss Morton asserted, mak- 
17 



TUXEDO AVENUE 

ing an old-fashioned courtesy to Mrs. 
Hemenway. 

*^I didn't know but you — ^your — 
afternoon class, you know,'* stam- 
mered poor Euth. 

Mrs. Hemenway was immediately 
businesslike. 

*^0, you are the Hazelwoods* house- 
keeper? Glad to see you in my serv- 
ant girls' class next Sunday. It's in 
the afternoon, after you get the din- 
ner out of the way, you know, at 
three-thirty, in the basement room by 
the side door, and not here." 

Mrs. Hemenway put a meaningful 
emphasis on the not. She added: 
*^0f course, you 11 feel more at home 
with those of your own class." 

*^To be sure, mum," agreed the lit- 
tle woman with her piping voice. 
**We knows our plice in Hingland. 
18 



TO WATER STREET 

Now the servants 'ere in Hamerica 
they hentertain hextravagant hideas, 
mum, don't they?'' 

But Mrs. Hemenway cut her short. 
** Three-thirty, mind," she said, **and 
not here, but in the basement." 
Thereupon she walked decisively 
away. 

**Well, there's one 'ole where I fit, 
my dear," cheerfully remarked Miss 
Morton, turning to Ruth. ** Don't 
you worry none. Hintroduce me to 
hall you can." 

Looking around, half-dismayed, 
Ruth saw Dr. Edgeworth, and her 
face lighted up. 

The Rev. Robert Edgeworth, Ph. 
D., was very young for the pastoral 
and academic dignities that sat upon 
him. The acquaintance with two 
Isaiahs, however, and the knowledge 
19 



TUXEDO AVENUE 

of the late date of Deuteronomy, had 
imparted to him the confidence that 
those bits of lore never fail to bestow 
upon theologians of a certain age, and 
no sooner had he been installed than 
Grace Evangelical felt itself in the 
hands of a master. 

He was ready of speech, elegant of 
rhetoric, and looked like Gibson's pic- 
ture of a Eichard-Harding-Davis 
hero. He was just the man, every 
one said, for Irene Hazelwood. It 
was more than surmised that he 
thought so himself 

**Good evening, Euth," he said 
pleasantly. **So they made you 
president of the Juniors, did they? I 
am glad to hear it. I know you'll 
make a good one.'' 

** Thank you, sir," Euth answered 
absently, hurrying on with her intro- 
20. 



TO WATEE STEEET 

duction; **Tliis is Miss Morton, Dr. 
Edgeworth/' 

** Pleased to meet you,'' said Dr. 
Edgeworth, tentatively and with some 
deliberation. 

**It ain't 'ard gettin' hacquainted 
'ere in Hamerica," piped up Miss 
Morton. **You treats servants very 
different to what they do in Hing- 
land, please, sir. W'y, sir, I've just 
been spoke to by two as fine lidies as 
I hever hobserved." 

Dr. Edgeworth answered precisely : 
**We endeavor to have charity for all, 
and—" 

"An' I've been tumin' it hover in 
my mind, sir," the little woman said 
eagerly, — "w'at about joinin' the 
church? It don't seem like 'ome, 
someways, without bein' a church- 
member. I loves the Lord, please, 
21 



TUXEDO AVENUE 

sir, an' I loves to be counted in with 
His people. '* 

Dr. Edgeworth cleared his throat 
before he remarked: 

*^Well, there's the Acton Square 
Mission, you know. The majority of 
its members are foreigners, and such. 
It is quite accessible, by street-cars, 
from all parts of the city. You'd be 
very much happier, my good woman,'' 
— ^how could one so young have 
learned to say, **my good woman?" — 
**very much happier with those of 
your own station in life." 

**P'raps so, sir, an' thank y' kindly, 
sir," said the Englishwoman, making 
another of her old-fashioned courte- 
sies. '*But would ye please tell me, 
sir,—" 

Here Miss Morton found herself 
addressing empty space, for Dr. 
22 



TO WATER STREET 

Edgeworth had abruptly turned 
away. 

** Never mind, dearie," she said, no- 
ticing Ruth's distress. **W'en a 
woman gets as hold 's I be, they don't 
cherish hup short words. My suz 1 if 
they did, they'd be no room to cherish 
anything else. Just you keep on a- 
hintroducin'. Well maybe meet the 
right one yet." 

Poor Ruthl that was a hard even- 
ing for her. Miss Morton, tireless 
and unabashed, persisted in her pas- 
sion for **hintroductions." She was 
entirely indiscriminating in her at- 
tempts. Now it was Judge De Vol, 
and now pretty Miss Famsworth, the 
new high-school teacher. Again, it 
was Professor Caldwell, and next 
Madame Roland, the fashionable and 
brilliant widow of an old French gen- 
23 



TUXEDO AVENUE 

eral. She started conversations at 
all the booths. Young and old, ma- 
tron and maid, deacons and the mioffi- 
cial, she insisted that Buth should 
present her to all. And every time 
the quaint little body, in her rusty 
dress, would garnish her second or 
third sentence with some reference to 
domestic service, and every time — 
deacon and professor, teacher and 
judge, Mrs. Smith and Madame Eol- 
and — ^that reference virtually closed 
the conversation. Miss Morton was 
unconquerably cheerful, invariably 
respectful and modest, and accepted 
the recurring snubs with patient hu- 
mility. Sometimes, finding herself 
again near some one that had admin- 
istered a rebuff, she would offer a 
simple observation, as if to try him 
or her again, always calling the per- 
24 



TO WATER STREET 

son by name, — she had a marvellous 
memory, — ^but she never elicited a re- 
ply- 

**W'at a sight o'deef people in 
HamerieaV Miss Morton chuckled, 
affectionately pressing Ruth's arm. 

Very queerly, tho several times she 
chanced upon kind and cordial wom- 
en and men, who took an interest in 
her and entered freely into conversa- 
tion, she always promptly made an 
excuse to break off the talk, and 
walked away with Ruth, saying under 
her breath, ** Number one'* — or two, 
or three, or whatever it was. Miss 
Morton was plainly eccentric. 

In the meanwhile, Miss Irene 
Hazelwood found no time to watch 
the progress of her protegee. **Our 
Lady of the Violets, '' as her worship- 
pers called hfer, held extensive court. 
25 
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OtHer stalls were visited, but on the 
way to hers. Many a young fellow, 
peremptorily ordered to go some- 
where else and buy something, found 
it strictly necessary, having obedi- 
ently made the purchase, to return 
and exhibit it to his fair commander. 

It was not merely the allurement of 
a dazzling skin and expressive fea- 
tures, the charm of exterior comeli- 
ness. It was because Miss Irene 
Hazelwood was lovable all the way 
through. In proof of this I need only 
say that quite as many women as men 
bought violets at her booth. 

There came at last a lull in the 
trade, caused by the double fact that 
almost every one was adorned with 
her wares, and that a supper was in 
progress below. Dr. Edgeworth, how- 
ever, had not yet gone down, but was 
26 



TO WATER STREET 

leaning over the counter, now quite 
bare of bouquets. 

*^You look pale, Miss Hazelwood,^^ 
he ventured. 

"It has been an exciting hour/' re- 
plied Irene. 

* * Aren 't you working too hard ? ' ' he 
asked. ** Excuse me, but that Sun- 
day-school class, and especially that 
mission — ^I'm afraid they're too much 
for you." 

"Why, Dr. Edgeworth, they are the 
joy of my life. They are the rest I 
get from midnight dances and recep- 
tions and all that sort of thing." 

"But those belong to your station 
in life, while this wasting of time and 
strength on — ^MissHazelwood, did you 
notice that ridiculous, pudgy woman 
in an old black dress that has been 
bobbing around the room all the even- 
27 
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ing? She's some one's servant, and 
absurdly out of place here. She had 
the impudence to propose joining this 
church 1 Of course I referred her to 
the Acton Square Mission. Such 
people are better off where they be- 
long. They are happier there, with 
their equals. You are wasting your 
time and strength on them. Why, 
Miss Irene,'' — and Dr. Edgeworth 
leaned a little further over the coun- 
ter, — "the whole horde of them isn't 
worth a single pulse Cf your dear life, 
a single — " / 

* * Caroline I Caroline I Come here a 
minute, please 1" called Irene, impet- 
uously. 

Ruth and Miss Morton were talking 
on a bench not far away. They came 
up together. 

** Caroline," said Irene, "pardon 
28 



TO WATER STREET 

me, but I must. Dr. Edgeworth, I 
want to present you to my very dear 
friend, Lady Caroline Throckmorton, 
sister of the Earl of Ashton." 
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CHAPTER II 

In Which the Church, Weighed and 
Pound Wanting, is Pound Strangely 
Wanting in Another Sense of the 
Word. ::::::::::: 
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CHAPTER II 

AS soon as the Lady Caroline 
Throckmorton, having re- 
turned from the bazar, found herself 
alone with Irene in one of the Hazel- 
woods ' prettiest and quietest parlors, 
that eccentric Englishwoman burst 
into a laugh so long and hearty that 
the beautiful flower-maiden, annoyed 
as she was by more than one occur- 
rence of the evening, could not help 
joining in it. 

**Ha — ^ha — ^ha — ^ha! O, ha — ^ha — 
Ha — ^ha-a-ahl Never before have I 
got so much fun out of so-ci-ol-o-gy I 
You ought to have seen Mrs. Dunster, 
Irene! You ought! Ha — ^ha — ^hal 
33 
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She didn't need to dct Mother Goose; 
she was one. Such cringing! Such 
obsequiousness! She couldn't exist 
if I wouldn't grace her reception next 
week. And Mrs. Hemenway, I saw 
her bustling around, whispering to a 
dozen people, and then she came up to 
me timidly — " 

' ' Timidly ? Mrs. Hemenway f '' 

^^ Actually. And she asked me to 
give a lecture on English High Life 
before the Ladies' Literary Lyceum. 
Then there was Madame Eoland! 
Ha — ^ha — ^ha-a-ahl She stumbled so 
over her English that she fell back on 
French, with the most elegant series 
of French flatteries you ever heard. 
And the men I Oh, the men ! ' ' 

^^JudgeDeVol?" 

** Outdid himself. Inquired after 
his old friend, the Lord Chief Justice, 
34 
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as if he were the Right Honorable 's 
especial crony. The bows he madel 
Why, Irene, those bows would make 
the fortune of any shopkeeper on Re- 
gent Street! Then there was that 
young sprig of a Doctor of Philos- 
ophy — ^pardon me, Irene! but he is 
young, and spriggy/' 

Irene felt herself blushing, and her 
indignation with herself only made 
her blush the more. 

^*Ah! Sets the wind in that quar- 
ter? Well, he is handsome, Irene, 
and doubtless good, and presumably 
smart; only, he lost his smartness 
when you introduced us! Ha — ^ha! 
O, ho — ^ho — ^ho! How crestfallen 
your Doctor looked!*' 

**And served him right!" ex- 
claimed Irene viciously. 

*^Well, my dear,'' said Lady Caro- 
35 
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line, abruptly, **I Ve liad a very amus- 
ing evening, and IVe learned things. 
Not that you're so different to us in 
England, likely, but I'm known there, 
and I've never before managed so 
good an incognito. And now I have 
an idea, a regular notion, as you Yan- 
kees say. It's so large, so extrava- 
gant, that it quite takes my breath 
away. Sociology — ^ah, great is soci- 
ology!" 

**And the notion?" . 

**Not yet. Perhaps some time I'll 
let you into the secret; or, rather, 
you'll likely let yourself in. But just 
now, — ^who's the best builder in the 
city?" 

**The best builder? Caroline, are 
you going—" 

'^ Crazy? Not at all, my dear; it's 
only the notion. I've heard that you 
36 
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Yankees can do anything in the way 
of building, give you money enough. 
I just want to meet a real, live Amer- 
ican building contractor, the smartest 
you have in Dexter/' 

Irene was well informed. ** Fill- 
more and Carrington,'' she said. 
*^They built the city hall, and the new 
post-office, and they are the firm that 
put up the fifteen-story Empire 
Building in such a wonderfully short 
time — ^three months, was it ? They — '' 

*^The very ones!'' cried Lady Caro- 
line, clapping her hands ecstatically. 
**And which is the brightest, Fillmore 
or Carrington, or some Mr. Anony- 
mous? I want to see the man that 
does the work/^ 

** There is no Fillmore, I under- 
stand. He is dead, I believe. But 
Mr. Carrington is a great worker, and 
37 
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carries on the business himself. He 
lives near by, on Aldine Square. 
He'd be glad to show you over some 
of his new buildings, and tell you how 
he manages his workmen; they say 
he never has a strike. '^ 

''/ don't care I '' said the Lady Caro- 
line; and then added, noticing Irene's 
surprise, ^*At least, I don't care just 
now. But I want to see him, and to- 
morrow. Can't you telephone him 
around?" 

Lady Caroline Throckmorton, tho 
eccentric, was persistent, and the next 
day she did not allow Irene to forget 
her desire to see Mr. Carrington. 

When that gentleman arrived, 

young and sprightly, with quick, 

black eyes and a square jaw, she 

nodded her head as if well pleased, 
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and promptly ordered Irene out of 
the room. 

**Mr. Carrington and I are going to 
have some secrets, Irene, — ^if you 
don't mind.'' 

And Irene laughingly withdrew. 

What passed behind those closed 
doors, at that interview and at the in- 
terviews that followed, can only be 
surmised. One of the servants has 
told me that after the first call Mr. 
Carrington 's last word was: 

^* Impossible!" 

And that after the second call his 
parting was : 

*'WeU, perhaps.'' 

And that after the third call his 
final sentence was : 

^^111 do my best." 

And that after the fourth (and con- 
cluding) call he exclaimed: 
39 
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"It's great! great!'' 

If you can make anything out of 
all that, in the light of subsequent 
events, you are welcome to. 

The days following the bazar were 
busy ones, both for Irene and for her 
distinguished English visitor. 

They were urged to attend all sorts 
of gatherings, and half the ladies and 
even many of the gentlemen called to 
pay their respects to Lady Caroline. 

Her enormous wealth, her famous 
ancestry, her proud position, were 
well known in America. To be fair, 
she was also highly valued for her 
own sake, since for years the Ameri- 
can press had printed accounts of her 
many philanthropic enterprises, her 
remarkable eloquence, and the sub- 
stantial contributions she had made 
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to the literature of reform. But she 
had never before found time to visit 
the United States. 

Irene had met her in London some 
years before, and had so charmed 
Lady Caroline with her fresh, sweet 
ways and her bright mind that an in- 
iimate friendship had been formed, 
prolonged by a correspondence, and it 
was most natural that the English- 
woman's unannounced visit to Amer- 
ica should begin with Dexter and with 
the Hazelwoods. 

*^Five!'' exclaimed Lady Caroline 
at breakfast on Saturday. 

**Five whsitV Irene asked. 

"Five invitations to make 
speeches. That's all, in this morn- 
ing's mail. Yesterday I had seven, 
but that was all day. Do your people 
do anythmg, Irene, but hold conven- 
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tions and listen to foreign visitors?" 

**Yes," laughed Irene. ''They 
write letters of invitation, and send 
out the notices, and decorate the hall 
with bunting/' 

**Here is a meeting of the Prison 
Eef orm Association, and I am asked 
to address it next Friday evening, giv- 
ing my opinion of American prisons, 
and their points of superiority over 
British jails. And I have been in 
this country just ten days." 

**A complimentary topic, too," 
murmured Irene. 

. '* Then, the Current Events Club of 
Dexter, a ladies' organization, I 
judge—" 

**Very," said Irene. 

** Implores my assistance on Wed- 
nesday afternoon, as their principal 
topic is the present condition of India, 
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and I, as part owner of the Indian 
Empire, of course know all about it.'' 

** Of course/' 

**But I am to give side-lights, also, 
on the House of Lords 1 Thirdly — 
let's see; O, yes, — ^thirdly, the Wom- 
an's Christian Temperance Union 
wants me to tell them about the fe- 
male bartenders of Great Britain, a 
subject on which, alas I I'm too 
ashamed to speak. And next, the 
Fellowship of Family Fabulists—" 

^^The whatr' 

Lady Caroline consulted^the letter- 
head. 

*^ That's it. It's a genealogical so- 
ciety, I judge." 

**0, yes. We want to be as old as 
possible over here, Caroline. And 
can you blame us ? " 

**Not in the least. WeU, the Fel- 
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lowship aforesaid wants me to give an 
outline of the Throckmorton and Ash- 
ton genealogies, with especial refer- 
ence to their continuation in the 
American families of Babb, Cobb, and 
Jones.'' 

^^Not Smith", too?'' 

*^The Smiths seem to be omitted. 
Then, finally, the Esoteric League — " 

*^0f Boston?" 

*^No, of Brookline. Is that an- 
other way of spelling Brooklyn?" 

*^ Brookline is a suburb of Boston. 
I thought so." 

*^Well, the Esoteric League leaves 
me free to choose my own theme, ac- 
cording to the gubemation of my sub- 
liminal consciousness, which is kind 
of them, I'm sure; but they suggest 
that, if I have ever met Ibsen, they 
would be charmed, and so forth." 
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"It's strange no editor has asked 
you yet to write an article/' 

*^ Article? My dear, you Amer- 
icans are article-mad I As soon as 
the Tribune announced my arrival 
and the Times printed that absurd in- 
terview, the requests for articles be- 
gan to come. It's only three d,ays, 
now, but IVe averaged three a day. 
Articles on subjects an earl's sister 
might be expected to know about, 
from Her Majesty's toilets to the 
servants' fees, and on some subjects 
I could never know about, such as the 
Psychical Society's spooks. When the 
first request came, I was quite puffed 
up with vanity; but now I have con- 
cluded it is just an American habit." 

^*Do they offer to pay you?" was 
Irene's practical query. 

**Some do, and one editor actually 
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inclosed a check for two hundred dol- 
lars, which of course I promptly re- 
turned, as I am not running a brain 
lottery. But most of them vaguely 
intimated that the honor of appear- 
ing in their columns, and the inestim- 
able good I would do, ought to be 
quite sufficient remuneration. Seri- 
ously, Irene, is this the way America 
receives all her foreign visitors? Is 
the entire country bent on getting 
from them what it can? Is no heed 
given to their probable purpose in 
coming here ? Or is it only that each 
petitioner is thinking just of himself, 
and doesn't realize that there are 
scores more of other people precisely 
like him?'' 

Irene had her perplexities as well 
as Lady Caroline ; and especially did 
46 



TO WATER STEEET 

they urge themselves as Sunday 
morning drew near. 

Eobert Edgeworth was in love with 
her; there was no doubt of that. 
Other young men had been in love 
with her, — dear me! yes — ^but some- 
how this was different. And because 
it was different, she felt especial grief 
and anxiety over a certaia matter. 
That is to say, Edgeworth 's attitude 
toward the loftiest thiQg she knew, 
her mission work. 

Irene was no theologian, but she 
was a girl of great good sense, and she 
had read her New Testament to some 
purpose. She had come to under- 
stand our Lord's passion for the souls 
of men, and His longing to help the 
world had become hers. It was the 
one solid foundation of her life, the 
one rock from which she felt that she 
47 



TUXEDO AVENUE 

could securely reach out into the 
swirling ocean of mortal life and up 
into the unknown heavens. 

She went daily to the little mission 
in Carpenter Street as one would go 
to a wedding feast. There, in teach- 
ing rough fingers to sew or stiffened 
minds to understand books, or in 
gently leading some darkened soul to 
the Light of the World, she was deal- 
ing with realities. Life was worth 
living, then, and ballrooms and recep- 
tions, Paris gowns and five-o'clock 
teas, seemed the bubbles of a dream. 

But Edgeworth was entirely out of 
sympathy with all this. Vaguely, she 
felt in him the possibility of sympa- 
thy with it, but it was dormant. He 
did not lead his church in such di- 
rections, he patronized insufferably 
the city missionary whom the church 
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supported, — a glorious old saint 
whose shoe-lachet he was unworthy to 
loose, — and as for the poor and 
wretched, the sinners and the prison- 
ers, he avoided them as he would the 
plague. 

**The very match for Irene Hazel- 
wood ! ' ' the gossips cried. ' ' With her 
fondness for church-work she would 
make a perfect pastor's wife.'' But 
Irene, tho she would emphatically 
have doubted her own qualifications 
for that high post, was just now sorely 
troubled by this defect in the pastor. 

Her Sunday-school class was part 
of her Quixotism. Quite apart from 
all the other classes in the school, it 
was largely made up from the chil- 
dren of Water Street, and the con- 
tiguous territory. 

Now Water Street, tho only a block 
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from Tuxedo Avenue, on which the 
Grace Evangelical Church was situ- 
ated, was as far from it in the social 
scale as Mott Street from Fifth Ave- 
nue. In fact. Water Street was in 
the slums, and Tuxedo Avenue was 
highly aristocratic. It was a case of 
black and white, with no penumbra. 
And to draw a Sunday-school class 
from Water Street, — ^well, no one in 
the Grace Evangelical but Irene 
Hazelwood would have dared to do it. 
But she dared, and her popularity 
and charm even added to the class 
from some of Dexter 's leading fam- 
ilies. 

To prepare for this class, with 
blackboard work and material for ob- 
ject talks, Irene was iq the habit of 
going to church half an hour early. 
Dr. Edgeworth had discovered the 
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custom, and, with serene disregard of 
his morning sermon, had of late con- 
stantly joined her. He made a fine 
pretence, to be sure, of aiding what- 
ever worker was there, but Irene — 
well, she was a young woman, and she 
understood. And as he was an ex- 
cellent draughtsman and fertile in 
helpful suggestions, she put him to 
good use. 

Through the week, however, Irene 
had meditated abandoning this cus- 
tom. Perhaps it had gone far 
enough. Certainly it had gone far 
enough. Had he not proved his en- 
tire lack of sympathy with her dear- 
est ideals ? And yet — 

The result was that, just for this 

one morning, and to do necessary 

work, she told herself, she would go 

early as usual. She did not want to 
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seem piqued. She would go later 
every Sunday, and so break off the 
awkward custom gradually. She left 
Lady Calroline to the escort of her 
father and mother, and set off alone. 

But as Irene neared the church, she 
was conscious of something wrong. 
Some men passed her with an air of 
excitement. Some children rushed 
by with very un-Sundayish speed. 
She saw a crowd, a square ahead, 
stretching out into the street before 
the church. She hastened her pace, 
and when she reached the spot she 
gave a gasp of incredulous amaze- 
ment. 

The church was gone! 

She made her way through the 
crowd where it was thinnest, and 
found herself looking into a clean hol- 
low space, where had been the base- 
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ment rooms of the Sunday school. 
But it was empty, open to the air ; and 
as for the rest of the great stone struc- 
ture, it had totally disappeared in a 
night, leaving not a fragment behind! 
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CHAPTER III 

In Which the Reverend Robert Edge- 
worth, FYLD^ Finds Himself in an 
Unforeseen and Unprecedented Pre- 
dicament :::::::::: 
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CHAPTER in 

THE crowd jostled Irene, so that 
she shrank back, lest she should 
be pushed over into the basement so 
mysteriously laid bare. 

Exclamations and questions arose 
on all sides. 

**.What'suphere?" 

"Well, I neverr 

"Why, I passed this church on my 
way home last night, and it was just 
as it always — '* 

"Afire? Afirer' 

" No ; there 's no smoke. And noth- 
ing is black, either.'' 

"Spontaneous combustion!'' 

"Where's it gone to?" 
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"I don't understand this !'' 

"Herel let me byl What's the 
matter here?'' 

The last from a stout policeman, 
just arrived at the point on his beat. 

He edged his way through the 
crowd and came out near Irene on 
the brink of the basement. 

Incredulously he looked around, — 
at Professor Street's house, staring 
at him with no church between. At 
the side of Mrs. Fenstermacher's 
mansion, its windows bright with the 
unwonted morning sun. At the great 
empty space where yesterday morn- 
ing he had seen a massive stone build- 
ing, with a big square tower that 
seemed a part of the earth's immuta- 
ble foundations. 

*^Well— I'U— be— switchedl" said 
the policeman. 
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Then he turned to Irene. 

**You a member of this here 
church ? I mean, the church that was 
here?'' 

Irene said she was. 

^^WeU, what Ve you done with it?" 

Irene asserted with positiveness 
that she hadn't done anything with it. 

**But you must have done somethin' 
with it. Why, it's prepos^rous. No 
one couldn't walk off with a church, 
in a night." 

The policeman was waxing indig- 
nant. Something ought to be done. 
Some one ought to be arrested. But 
he was aU at sea. 

At that moment Dr. Edgeworth 
pushed his way through the rapidly 
increasing throng. 

**Here, ofl&cer," said he, sternly, 
"can't you clear away these people? 
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Some of them will be tmnbling in, the 
first you know/' 

**But what's become of the — '' 

** Never mind about the church; 
just attend to your duty, ofl&cer, and 
move this crowd on,'' said Dr. Edge- 
worth, decisively; and the policeman, 
perplexed, but glad to get upon fa- 
miliar ground again, proceeded to 
bully the crowd backward, and to 
clear the sidewalks. 

*' Well?" said Dr. Edgeworth, turn- 
ing to Irene. 

"Well!" said Irene. 

**If I believed in hobgoblins — " 

"Or fairies — " 

"But really, Miss Hazelwood, this 
is absurd! It is astounding! I 
hardly believe myself awake." And 
the bewildered minister glared at the 
denuded foundations of his church. 
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Just then Irene's quick eye caught 
a signboard stuck in a crevice at the 
comer near the street hidden until the 
sidewalks were cleared. 

"What is that?'' she asked, point- 
ing to it ; and they read it together : — 



TO THE 

Obage Evangelical Chuech. 

THAT WAY. 



"I am pinching myself," Irene de- 
clared. "This is -like a bit out of 
* Alice in Wonderland.' " 

"But at any rate our next step is 
happily plain. We must follow this 
direction." 

Turning where the hand pointed, 

the two left the aristocratic Tuxedo 

'Avenue, and walked rapidly down 

Cass Street toward the unsavory re- 
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gion of Water Street. At the comer 
of Cass and Water they encountered 
another sign-board, nailed this time 
to a picket fence: — 



you will find the 
Gbace Evangelical Chubch 

AT 433 WATER STREET 
-«l THAT WAY. 



"Fie!'' cried Dr. Edgeworth. 
' * Why, what an outrage ! ' ' 

Irene said nothing. The first shock 
of surprise being past, she was begin- 
ning to remember certain events of 
the week. With each step she grew 
more perplexed and troubled. Could 
this be the doing of the eccentric Eng- 
lishwoman? But she laughed at her 
suspicions. To think that, even with 
unlimited wealth, and the unbounded 
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skill and energy of a Yankee builder, 
a great stone church could be bodily 
removed in a night, leaving not a bit 
of mortar behind ! It seemed an alto- 
gether impossible idea. 

Yet — ^yet — ^the church was gone, 
and how had it happened ? And who, 
on earth or in the realm of bogies, was 
responsible for the prank? And 
ought she to tell Dr. Edgeworth what 
she knew? 

Irene was silent as they walked 
along Water Street, and her compan- 
ion began to fear for her, and cast 
about for some reassuring word. He 
was intensely disgusted with his sur- 
roundings. Sidewalks and narrow 
street swarmed with Jews and Ital- 
ians, German and Irish and African, 
dirty children by the score, drunkards 
staggering from curb to wall, every- 
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where loud voices, bad smells, un- 
pleasant sights. 

"You ought not to be here. Miss 
Irene,'' he said. "Let me take you 
back, and then go on alone.'' 

Irene laughed. "Why, Dr. Edge- 
worth, I go here every day. The Car- 
penter Street Mission is only three 
squares from here, you know." 

"The Carpenter Street mission? 
Oh! that place where you cast your 
pearls before — " 

"Look!" cried Irene, quickly, 
pointing forward. 

Sure enough; there it was, rising 
stupendously tall from the narrow 
thoroughfare, marvelously elegant in 
its squalid surroundings, the Grace 
Evangelical Church on Water Street ! 

To his surprise, Dr. Edgeworth 
found himself laughing boyishly. 
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Half -ashamed, he explained: **I 
can^t help it, Miss Hazelwood. I 
have just had a vision of Mrs. Col- 
onel Parmenter driving down Water 
Street in her family coach, and su- 
perbly entering yonder portal ! And 
Judge De Vol! and Madame Roland! 
Oh, ha, ha, ha, ha!'' 

**Tou don't seem to feel very bad 
about it," Irene said, for she herself 
was in a tragic mood, it was all so 
strange and mysterious. 

* ^ Feel bad ? Does one ever feel bad 
in a rollicking dream? And what 
else is this? What else can it be? 
It is last night's rarebit. Or the ser- 
mon I finished at eleven o'clock. 
That's all. The breakfast bell will 
wake me in a minute." 

But Dr. Edgeworth's fancies were 
obstinately interrupted by a familiar 
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figure, old Richard Mason, the colored 
janitor. He had been keeping des- 
perate guard at the church door 
against a throng of street urchins, and 
seeing his minister approach, he has- 
tened to meet him. 

^^Oh, Doctah, Doctah, de debbil is 
got de upper han' dis time, shuah. 
Break de chawrm, Doctah! Git out 
yo' Bible, Doctah, an^ 'zort de deb- 
bill'^ 

Dr. Edgeworth hesitated. 

"Well, Mason," he said, "the other 
church bells are ringing, and you may 
as well ring ours. That will be as 
good a way as any to break the spell.'' 

"Dat so, Doctah! Ill do it imme- 
jit/' 

The faithful janitor having aban- 
doned his post, the irrepressibles of 
Water Street were making the most 
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of their opportunity. Up the stone 
steps they pushed and jostled, and 
Mason, horrified, found them swarm- 
ing all over the dignified interior. 
Certainly Grace Evangelical Church 
had never before received such com- 
pany. 

* ^ Here, yo ' rats. Get out o ' here ! ' ' 
shouted the janitor, darting after two 
tousled urchins who were playing 
hide-and-seek in the pulpit. But 
they easily eluded him, with mocking 
cries, and took refuge in the gallery. 

''Say! That's Judge De VoPs 
pew I'' Mason vociferated, vigorously 
swinging his arms at two portly Ger- 
man women who were comfortably 
seated, and staring with vast enjoy- 
ment at the unaccustomed luxury. 

''Ah I Ja, ja!'' was all the satis- 
faction the janitor got from them. 
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Mason next addressed a knot of 
bearded Jews, who were gesticulating 
and jabbering around the organ back 
of the pulpit. 

^*Dis ain' yo' chu'ch, men! CPar 
out, an' go to yo' own chu'ch/' 

But the Jews stared at him, and 
smiled gently. 

^^May be, mine frent,'' said one of 
them, ^^you vill tell me vot sdreet you 
vas on, und vot iss de owner of de lot 
you haf sdolen, eh ? ' ' 

The aisles seemed full of ragged 
men and loud-voiced women. Shirt- 
sleeved, bare-headed, in one case bare- 
footed, they were pushing and nudg- 
ing and laughing and making them- 
selves thoroughly at home in all parts 
of the solemn edifice. Mason gave a 
groan and retreated to the belfry. 

In the meanwhile, on the stone 
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steps outside a spirited altercation 
was waging. 

For the members of the church 
were beginning to arrive, some pale, 
some flushed with excitement, all of 
them besieging Dr. Edgeworth with 
importunate queries : — 

"What does this mean?'' 

**Why, Doctor, can you explain 
this?" 

''Who ^dit'i And how r' 

**What in the world is to be done, 
Doctor?" 

Down the narrow street the car- 
riages began to roll, — stately equip- 
ages, with footmen, and silver-mount- 
ed harness. 

Judge De Vol ponderously descend- 
ed from one of these vehicles, and 
looked around him in unutterable dis- 
gust 
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**Tliis is a grand jury matter for 
some one/' he said fiercely. 

*^Here, you I'' he fairly shouted, as 
a slouchy, hang-dog fellow shambled 
up the steps and was entering the 
church. **Come out of that I You 
belong in the dock, sir! You ought 
to be in jail. Begone, or 111 have 
you arrested/' 

Another gentleman, very straight 
and prim, had just alighted from an- 
other carriage, and to him the judge 
turned savagely. 

*^Major Folsom, form a guard, sir. 
Let us keep back this mob, sir. Why, 
just look at them I'' 

The street, by this time, was a com- 
pact mass of cosmopolitan humanity, 
through which two policemen were 
rapidly pushing their way. Several 
carriages were blocked, their occu- 
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pants thrusting startled faces out of 
the windows. 

The crowd found a voice. It was 
a tall, heavily bearded man, who spoke 
with a slight foreign accent but in ex- 
cellent English — evidently a leader, 
by his easy, authoritative manner. 

*'Why not?'' shouted the tall man, 
stepping on a rickety box, and point- 
ing toward the church door. * ' That 's 
our church, now. We didn't bother 
them over on Tuxedo Avenue; why 
should they bother us here? Isn't 
this Water Street? Aren't we at 
home? Come on, people; I invite 
you all to the Grace Evangelical 
Church I" 

With that, the tall man jumped 
from the box and strode up the stone 
steps, closely followed by the crowd. 

"Gtet back, there!" cried Judge De 
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Vol, jumping in front of the tall man. 

^^Backl'' shouted Major Folsom, 
pushing against the crowd with indig- 
nant might. 

^^Here, ofl&cer! ofl&cer!'' screamed 
the judge, waving his arms toward the 
struggling policeman. 

At that juncture a woman's voice 
was suddenly heard, rising shrill 
above the timiult. It was the Lady 
Caroline, and judge and major turned 
to her respectfully as she made her 
way through the last of the throng, 
closely following Mr. Hazelwood. 

^^Stay, Judge De Vol and Major 
Folsom!'' she commanded. **Who 
authorized you to bar the way to the 
Father's house? For shame, sirs!" 

And then, turning to the crowd, her 
voice floated clearly above the uproar. 

^* Friends, you are all welcome!" 
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she cried. "Read those words en- 
graved above the portal, 'Gome unto 
Me/ It was Christ who said that, 
and this is Christ's church. It does 
not belong to these men, but to Christ. 
In His name I invite you. You need 
no other invitation. Whosoever will, 
may come, and freely.'' 

' * Do you hear ? ' ' the tall man shout- 
ed, waving his hat. "We'll take the 
lady's word for it, neighbors of Water 
Street. We'll accept her invitation 
— and His. Come on, come on, I tell 
you. Get out of the way, you puffing 
gas-bag I" 

The tall man swimg the judge aside 
as if he were a feather bed, and 
marched triumphantly into the 
church, followed by half the popula- 
tion of Water Street, the grinning po- 
licemen making a bold show of be- 
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laboring them and of obstructing 
their progress. 

In the meantime, Mr. Hazelwood 
had taken Irene under his protection, 
and they had entered the church, 
while Dr. Edgeworth made his way 
through a side door to his study in the 
rear, behind the pulpit. 

The young man was still dazed. He 
viewed the familiar surroundings 
with incredulity. There were his 
books, just as he had left them, the 
copy of Cheyne's Isaiah, the Poly- 
chrome, open on the writing-table. 
He unlocked his desk. Yes, the ser- 
mon was in its usual place, neatly 
written. Automatically, Dr. Edge- 
worth thrust it into his pocket. Or- 
dinarily, he used no shred of manu- 
script, but he might well need it on 
this occasion. 
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The deacons were wont to meet him 
for a word of prayer before the ser- 
vice. Even in these surprising cir- 
cmnstances he half expected them. 
Nor was he mistaken, for the door 
opened, and one of them appeared, 
faithful old Deacon Carver. 

**Well, parson, '' said Mr. Carver, 
**youVe a congregation worth while 
to-day, bless the Lord ! It warms the 
cockles of my heart, parson. '^ 

''Why— what— '' 

"Guess we needn't wait for the 
other deacons. Dr. Edgeworth. 
They're there all right, — at least, I 
saw all but Upgraff; but they're 
wedged in tight. Such a jam I It's 
glorious, parson, glorious 1 Let's 
pray about it." 

With that, the deacon got down on 
Ms knees and simply prayed : — 
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**Dear Lord Jesus, we do not 
understand all this, but we will not 
try to imderstand it just yet. Help 
our pastor to be Thy under-shepherd 
this day. Give him Thy word to this 
Thy people. May he preach it in Thy 
strength, forgetting all but Thee. Oh, 
may it be the best day Tuxedo Avenue 
has ever known, and the best day 
Water Street has ever known. Lord 
Jesus I To the glory of Thy blessed 
name. Amen.'' 

**Not much time for prayers, par- 
son," said Deacon Carver, springing 
to his feet like a young man. *^It's 
long past time to begin. I told the 
organist to fire ahead, and there he 
goes. Go right in, and God bless you, 
parson." 

Still dazed, the young minister en- 
tered the familiar pulpit, and gazed 
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stupidly at the unfamiliar congrega- 
tion. 

Every comer of the large auditor- 
ium was packed. The galleries were 
all crowded. So were the gallery 
stairs. Men were standing every- 
where against the walls. 

It was as motley a throng as ever 
came together. Silks and rags were 
neighbors. Millionaires and beggars 
sat in the same pews. Grand dames 
drew up their skirts in impotent dis- 
gust as tousled children rubbed 
against them. Judge De Vol found 
himself next to a vagabond he had 
sentenced more than once. Mrs. 
Dimster raged in contact with a gaud- 
ily dressed young Jewess. The elite 
of Dexter were cheek by jowl with the 
imwashed, and the latter were highly 
enjoying the experience. As to the 
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former, curiosity had drawn them in, 
and now the impossibility of extrica- 
tion held them there. 

Dr. Edgeworth went through the 
opening service in a perfunctory way, 
thinking all the while about his ser- 
mon. He announced the hymns, 
which were duly sung by the choir 
alone. He read a passage of Scrip- 
ture, the one he had selected as appro- 
priate to his theme, the fifty-third 
chapter of Isaiah. He made a formal 
prayer. Through it all he had only 
one thought, and that was of his ser- 
mon. 

The subject was, "The Conception 
of Prophecy as Modified by Recent 
Scholarship.'' The more he thought 
about it, the more impossible it 
seemed, in view of that absurd audi- 
ence. 
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He looked at them, six hundred hu- 
man items, unclassified, absolutely 
heterogeneous, respectable, disrepu- 
table, jeering, stupid, shocked, digni- 
fied, merry, sad, himgry, surfeited, 
horrified, delighted, — ^no, he could 
never talk to them about **The Con- 
ception of Prophecy as Modified by 
Recent Scholarship/' But what 
should he preach about? 

The Reverend Robert Edgeworth, 
Ph. D., had never before been placed 
in such a dilemma. 
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CHAPTER IV 

In Which an Unusual Sermon is 
Preached, with Results on Earth and 
Satisfaction in Heaven. : : : : : 
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CHAPTER IV 

IT was at that time^ as his friends 
have often since heard him say, 
that Eobert Edgeworth received the 
baptism of the Holy Spirit. I am 
not able to accomit for it. No one 
ever is able to accomit for that mira- 
cle. 

*^What shaU I do, Lordr^ he 
prayed as he rose to speak. That 
was the beginning. He prayed with 
a sincere and hmnble heart, with all 
of it; and the answer came at once. 
It came simply and powerfully. 
With his first word he knew what he 
was to do. 

"Friends," he said, "I cannot ex- 
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plain these strange circumstances in 
which we find ourselves. I shall not 
try to explain them now. Their 
strangeness baffles me, overwhelms 
me. At first I was dazed and indig- 
nant, but I am beginning to wonder 
whether it is not God's doing. He 
may have a great purpose in it for us. 
If He has, let us find it out, and obey 
it. I call a meeting of the church 
trustees for to-morrow evening at 
7:30, in the usual place — '' he hesi- 
tated — ^^*in this building. We shall 
then see what steps may be taken next. 

^*But now, friends, we have come 
together to worship God. This is 
God's house. We are all God's peo- 
ple." 

His eye ranged over Jew and Gen- 
tile, white and black and yellow, men 
and women of a score of nationalities, 
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separated by barriers of language, re- 
ligion, breeding, experience, tastes, 
customs. 

"Yes," he proceeded firmly, **we 
are all God's people. *God hath 
made of one blood all nations of men.' 
*0f one blood,' and that is His own 
blood. God has opened His own 
veins, and poured out His own life 
into your being and mine, alike in Af- 
rica and China and Italy, equally in 
the palace and the hovel. We should 
be near to one another if we were 
brothers and sisters. How much 
nearer are we, now that through our 
bodies courses the one blood of Him 
who made brothers and sisters, who 
established brotherhood and sister- 
hood I 

"Oh, the great truth of the Father- 
hood of God! I never knew it till 
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this mysterious moment. If there 
is any man, anywhere, to whom you 
would feel more closely akin if he 
were the son with you of your earthly 
father, then you do not realize the 
divine Fatherhood/' 

Edgeworth paused, stricken with 
sudden memories. After a moment, 
in which the church was strangely 
hushed, he went on. 

**I would not be a hypocrite. I 
would not imply that I have been a 
tmie child of this universal Father- 
hood, a tmie brother of men. I have 
sinned agaiQst it all my life. As by 
a flash of light from heaven, God has 
shown me my sin. In this presence, 
so wonderfully made, I ask God's par- 
don. O Father, forgive me!" 

The young preacher's arms were 
stretched upward, and into his face 
86 




TO WATER STREET 

came a light his people had never seen 
there before. 

Irene was looking at him intently, 
her beautiful eyes full of sudden 
tears; but he did not see her. That 
was the sincerity of his 6amest words, 
that he was not thinking of her. 

Edgeworth proceeded reverently 
and slowly. 

*^God has given me, has just given 
me, a vision. I do not know what 
else to call it. I do not think it was 
imlike some of the visions He gave 
Isaiah. I am far less than the great 
prophet, but my Jehovah is not less 
than Isaiah's God. Why should we 
not see visions to-day? Are we not 
living in the times of which it was 
said that the sons and daughters 
should prophesy, and the young men 
see visions? 
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**I saw, as clearly as Saul on the 
Damascus road at midday, I saw this 
church full of people, as you are now ; 
but I think I saw you somewhat as 
God sees you. It was only a flash 
across my mind, and I know not 
whether I was in the body or out of 
the body, or whether this is not all a 
dream; but I saw you as unclothed 
spirits, a great churchful of souls. 

**Some of you, I see now, are in 
velvet and some in cotton; some are 
in broadcloth and some in ragged 
shirtsleeves. But in that flash you 
had none of these, but your garments 
were all of light or of darkness, sub- 
stances you did not buy at any shop. 

**Part of you, I see now, are rough 

and coarse in features and part are 

gentle and refined, but as I saw you 

in that flash there were transforma- 
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tions, some of them lovely, some of 
them terrible, some of them fantastic. 

**I had a sense, I cannot explaia it, 
friends, of looking deep, deep, deep, 
— ^I never knew what depth was be- 
fore; nor truth, and reality. I may 
wake up and find this all a dream, but 
there was one real moment in it. The 
most real moment I ever knew. Oh, 
what a life God leads, seeing all things 
as they are! I think that that one 
moment has transformed my very be- 
ing and will change all my life. 
What must it be to have all one's mo- 
ments of that kind?'' 

Edgewori;h caught the look of 
amazement, of iacredulity, on the 
faces of many of his people, and was 
quick to respond to it. 

**You do not know what to make of 
me; friends. Well, neither do I know 
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what to make of myself. You look 
at me as if I were mad. If I am, it is 
a fortunate madness, I am sure. It 
seems to me that I have been insane 
till now. 

"And yet I am speaking quite be- 
side myself. The sermon I had pre- 
pared is in my pocket. Every 
thought of it has passed from my 
mind, and something carries me along 
to another theme. 

**It is a theme that was flashed upon 
me in that moment's vision. As I see 
it now, there is nothing else in heaven 
or earth to preach about. I do not 
want to find anything else.'' 

As it turned out, in all Edgeworth's 
later life, he has found nothing else. 

"I have just read the prophecy of 
the Smitten One, the Man of Sorrows, 
acquainted with grief. I read it with 
90 



n 



TO WATEE STREET 

quite another purpose. I was going 
to use it to show you — ^never mind 
how I was going to use it. 

"For I see before me many a man 
of sorrows, many a woman of sor- 
rows. This church has never before 
inclosed such a burden of human 
griefs. I see many pale faces, many 
faces that are pinched with hunger or 
worn with unending toil.'' 

The speaker was rudely inter- 
rupted. 

"We 're as happy as you are ! " cried 
a harsh voice from somewhere in the 
gallery. 

Edgeworth paused thoughtfully, 
but not embarrassed. 

* * True, ' ' he said at last. * * Perhaps 

there are as many happy hearts on 

Water Street as on Tuxedo Avenue. 

I have seen the sorrows there, too. 
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Faces are not pinched with hunger 
there, but hearts are hungry, many of 
them, and that is a worse ache. They 
do not over-work there, — ^that is, not 
many of them over-work; but some of 
them under-work and over-play, and 
both are bad/' 

"Then why don't you preach to 
them?'' cried the same harsh voice. 

"I have been preaching to ^hem for 
some time," Edgeworth promptly an- 
swered; but he honestly corrected 
himself. ** However, I own that I 
have not been preaching in this way 
to them. I have never preached in 
this way before. It is that vision, I 
think, that makes the difference.^ 
That vision, and seeing so many of 
you, my brothers and sisters, with the 
outward signs of your sorrows. For 
when one has always lived among peo- 
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pie whose sorrows are covered up by 
broadcloth and satin and diamonds 
and comfortable homes and healthy 
complexions, one doesnt always 
think. One doesnt always look deep 
— deep — deep. One doesn't always 
preach the kind of sermon they really 
need. 

"I am preaching it now so awk- 
wardly because I have not preached 
it before. God forgive me, I had to 
come to Water Street to preach it 

"For we who are all brothers and 
sisters, as I saw in my vision, we are 
brothers and sisters in sorrow and 
sin. We are children of the wilder- 
ness, the brambles, and the rocks. 
Our souls are torn and bruised. We 
are bowed down with trouble. Our 
iniquities are heavy upon us. Heaven 
help us alL 
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"But heaven has helped us. Oh, 
that is the theme given me to speak 
upon, the theme I think I must al- 
ways speak upon hereafter. 

"Heaven has helped us. Heaven 
has come into the midst of our toil- 
some earth, has bent beneath our bur- 
dens, has wrestled with our enemies, 
has groped amid our darkness, has 
wept with us the same salt tears that 
we weep. 

"Heaven has borne our griefs and 
carried our sorrows. Heaven has 
been stricken, smitten, afficted- 
Heaven has been wounded for our 
transgressions, bruised for our iniqui- 
ties. Our chastisement has been laid 
oipon heaven, our stripes. 

"And not a little part of heaven, 
fa comer of heaven, some heavenly 
fragment, but the very heart of heav- 
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en, has done this, the soul of heaven, 
the central love and pride and joy 
of heaven, all in one. It is that that 
came into our toil and put itself be- 
neath our burdens. 

** And not heaven in any vague way, 
hard to understand, thank God for 
that! But in the form easiest for us 
to comprehend, because it is our own 
form. As a man, dressed like other 
men, growing hungry like other men, 
and tired like other men, and sleepy 
like other men. As a man, tempted 
to gluttony, like other men; tempted 
to anger, tempted to impurity, tempt- 
ed to doubt and sneer and browbeat, 
like other men. As a man, with all 
human perplexities, where the next 
meal was to come from, and the next 
suit of clothes after this is worn out, 
and whence the money is to come to 
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pay the bills. As a man, with the 
headache and the toothache and the 
backache. As a man whose feet got 
,tired and hands got bruised. As a 
man who saw his dear ones lying sick 
and pale and wasting away and his 
heart yearned after them. As a lone- 
ly man, a man with great, hungry out- 
reachings, upward, outward, into 
voids of blackness and doubt. 

**But as a man triumphant over it 
all — ^that is the joy of it. Oh, yes, 
that is where the splendor comes in, 
or it would be no different from the 
story of ten thousand men, perhaps of 
some man on Water Street. Victo- 
rious over the aches of the body and 
the far worse aches of the mind. 
Victorious over temptations, crude or 
subtle. Victorious over death. Eeach- 
ing out through the darkness and 
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finding His Father's hand, and so 
finding it that all men thereafter 
might find it. Oh, praise God for 
Jesus Christ, His Son, our Brother !'' 

At this a black-browed, scowling 
man, in the front seats, spoke out de- 
fiantly : 

** There never was a Jesus Christ! 
It's just a fable you priests have 
made up, to get your living out of 
it!'' 

Edgeworth flushed with quick in- 
dignation, but promptly controlled 
himself. 

**Most ministers get nothing out of 
it but a mere living. I know scores 
of ministers, especially the mission- 
aries, whose salaries would easily be 
doubled in a secular calling. But 
they are preaching Jesus Christ be- 
cause they know He is true, and 
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worldly loss for His sake is their 
eternal gain. 

**No Jesus Christ? Were the 
apostles dreaming? Eead your Gos- 
pels, and see whether they read like 
fables I Note the pictures the writers 
drew of themselves, their faithless- 
ness, their sins, their infidelity. Are 
myths preserved in such language? 
What do you do with Paul, the law- 
yer-like, scrutinizing Paul? Paul 
the persecutor, transformed into the 
burning, humble missionary of the 
Cross ? Was Paul a man to be cheat- 
ed by a mental mirage? What do 
you do with John, the fisherman? 
John, the prophet, the seer, whose in- 
sight into the spiritual world so far 
exceeds Milton's or Shakespeare's or 
Dante's or Goethe's that the noblest 
saints and wisest sages sit at his feet? 
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Did the fisherman invent his Gospel, 
or was it what he pretended it to be, 
only a mirror of the heavenly Teach- 
er's mind ? What do you do with the 
martyrs, with the micounted thou- 
sands that abandoned their wealth for 
Christ, their homes for Christ, their 
loved ones for Christ, that lost their 
liberty for Christ, that faced torture 
for Christ, and the lions, and all ter- 
rible deaths? Were there no acute 
minds among them? Do men 
through century after century, long 
after the wave of first enthusiasm is 
spent, go on in martyrdom for a 
myth? What do you do with the 
fiowering of Christian civilization, 
the prisons cleansed of torments, the 
hospitals healing and assuaging, the 
orphans and widows comforted, the 
hungry fed, the ignorant freely 
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taught, the blossoming of art upon 
the tomb of Christ, safety and law 
and peace and commerce and happi- 
ness all holding their sceptres from 
the hand of Christ? Did ever a lie 
bring forth such truth as this? 

**No, men and women, in your sins, 
in your needs, in your heavy sorrows, 
it is no false hope I offer to you, no 
cheating dream of which men have 
persuaded themselves. Tho all his- 
tory should dissolve, this would re- 
main. Tho the worlds should crum- 
ble, the Cross would abide. '^ 

I cannot give here the entire ser- 
mon, tho it was printed in full at the 
time, for you may be sure the re- 
porters were there, with eager note- 
books. 

Robert Edgeworth seemed indeed 
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inspired. As Irene watched him, her 
wonder grew. Could this be the lofty 
youth that had so scorned her mission 
work, — ^this whole-souled advocate of 
the lowly Christ? this impassioned 
pleader with the scum of Water 
Street? Ah, there were depths be- 
low the glittering surface, and for 
once the depths were stirred. 

As the sermon drew to its close, it 
became a tender summons to the Sav- 
ior. I can only hint at the torrent of 
loving entreaty, that bore the great 
congregation with it, eager and rapt. 

^^It is your Creator calls you, the 
One by whose permission you draw 
your next breath. It is your Sover- 
eign calls you, the One whose right it 
is to rule you. It is your Father calls 
you, the One. who alone knows you 
utterly and sympathizes with you 
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completely. It is your Eedeemer 
calls you, the One who has poured 
Himself out for you to the last drop 
of self -surrender, and who rightfully 
expects from you a self -surrender as 
whole-hearted and glorious. 

**He calls you away from nothing 
that is worth a moment's longing. 
He summons you from trifles and 
emptiness. He commands you from 
pain and sorrow and fears, from 
death and sin. He would lead you 
away from bitterness and remorse 
and temptation and weakness. He 
asks you to abandon only your en- 
emies. 

**He calls you to everything that is 
worth while, in all the universe, in all 
time. He calls you to the abiding 
wealth. He calls you to the enduring 
fame. He calls you to the love that 
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has no sting, the pleasure that has no 
ache, the health that has no poison, 
the home that has no decay. His are 
all things, only that all things may be 
yours. He makes no reserve- He 
gives Himself and His, fully and 
freely. 

"And He calls you now. Oh, He 
calls you now. There is no other in- 
stant than this. Mysteriously as this 
great building has been removed 
hither, so strangely, silently, and 
surely will your life be removed to 
other scenes. How soon, God knows, 
you know not. You have your life 
now. Your life to-morrow is not 
yours, never can be yours. In some 
to-day you must choose, and you are 
sure of only this to-day. 

**Who will choose my Christ, and 
choose Him now? Who? 
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"Who will leave his wealth, how- 
ever appealing, his poverty, however 
it grip him, and choose the richness of 
Christ? 

*^Who will leave his sins, tho he 
love them, his sins, tho he loathe 
them and has desperately tried to 
leave them and failed; who in 
Christ's strength will leave his sins 
for Christ's purity? Who? 

** Who will put behind him the fear 
of men and be strong in the fear of 
God ? Who will be a true man, a true 
woman, and now? Who will do 
Christ's will and confess Him before 
men, confess Him here? Who 
will—" 

''I wiiir 

It was the first time Eobert Edge- 
worth had heard those words. He 
has since declared that they were the 
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sweetest words he had ever heard. 

It was a tattered, blear-eyed man 
that said them. He rose, and stood 
unsteadily near the centre of the 
church. His face was pale from a 
recent debauch. Judge De Vol knew 
his name. Every police judge in 
town knew his face. 

''Andlwilir 

This response was also from the 
centre of the church, but was given in 
a strong, firm voice, and the speaker, 
who immediately rose, was tall, 
straight, and massive. 

It was Major Folsom. 
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In Which a Tumultuous Sunday- 
School Session is Carried on, as Well 
as Possible under the Circumstances. 
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ROBERT EDGEWORTH had 
expected no such result from 
his words. God was better to him 
than he deserved. The young 
preacher had been carried along on a 
rhetorical tide, sprung from the 
strangeness of the occasion, and did 
not realize whither the current was 
bearing him. That is the way the 
critical of his congregation explained 
it afterwards. 

As for Edgeworth, he needed no ex- 
planation save that he had been seized 
by the mighty Spirit of God, and had 
yielded himself as an obedient instru- 
ment. 
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How he got through the remainder 
of the service, the pastor of the Grace 
Evangelical Church never remem- 
bered. In some way or other he 
rushed over the closing sentences of 
the sermon, the final hymn and the 
benediction, conscious of nothing but 
the intent faces of those two men who 
had said, ^^I will.'' In an instant, 
pushing aside the crowd, he was down 
in the centre of the church, holding 
Bill Jenkins with one hand Major 
Folsom with the other. 

^^ I am so glad.'' 

That was all that he — ^he of the glib 
tongue — ^f ound it possible to say. 

"I have needed Him," spoke up 
the Major, manfully. "I have need- 
ed Him for years, — ^in battle at the 
front, and in battles since the war was 
over, battles every day. I didn't 
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realize I was needing Him, that it was 
He I was needing, until you began to 
preach in that different way. Then 
it all came over me, and I spoke out. 
I hope you will forgive me for inter- 
rupting the sermon.'' 

^^ Forgive you I Major Folsom, it 
was the first joy of my ministry, the 
very firsf 

^^But I'm afraid," said the old sol- 
dier, ^Hhat I should never have had 
the courage to do it if it hadn't been 
for our brother here." And he 
turned to Bill Jenkins. 

*^ Parson," said Bill, earnestly, *^I 
don't know as I should ha' done it, 
but I'm desp'rate. The drink's got 
me, bad. I'm as far down as the d. t. 
All last night, sir, nothing but devils 
and snakes, and snakes and devils, 
and big red lights boring into my 
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breast, I tell you I'm done for un- 
less Jesus Christ can save me. Why, 
I'm half -drunk now.'' 

He reeled as he spoke, but partly 
from weakness. 

^^My brother," Edgeworth an- 
swered, ^* Jesus Christ can save you." 

^^Take away that cursed hanker- 
ing for the drink? Set me on my 
feet again ? You 're sure He can ? ' ' 

^^Yes, sure." 

^^How are you sure? What makes 
you think He can? 'Scuse me, sir, 
but it's my last chance, you see." 

Robert Edgeworth stammered. 
How was he sure ? Was he sure ? A 
city mission worker could have com- 
forted this despairing groper by cit- 
ing case after case in which the mira- 
cle of rescue had been wrought; but 
what, beyond a few patronizing ref er- 
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ences in his elegant sermons, did 
Edgeworth know about city missions ? 

Fortunately for him — ^and for BUI 
— ^they were sharply interrupted at 
just this point. 

The Sunday school of the Grace 
Evangelical Church was held immedi- 
ately after the morning service, and 
in the vestry. Ample room was 
found for it in the vestry, because, 
like most churches of its type, the 
Grace Evangelical paid little atten- 
tion to its Sunday school. Very few 
children attended it, and still fewer 
adults. 

The superintendent at this time 
was Simeon Bonner, a well-meaning 
man, with a soft voice, and a general 
bearing reminding one of putty. It 
was he that iaterrupted Dr. Edge- 
worth's talk with the two men. 
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"Doctor, Doctor !'' he exclaimed, 
with as much emphasis as his gentle 
nature ever achieved. "Come to the 
Sunday school, Doctor, quick, please 1 
There's such a mess there! I really 
don 't know what to do. I can 't man- 
age them. They won't sing, and they 
won't read the lesson alternately, and 
they won't repeat the Lord's Prayer 
in concert, and not one of them knows 
the Golden Text, and there 's the worst 
racket you ever heard. Try your 
hand on them. Doctor, won't you?" 

Edgeworth hastily excused himself 
from the Major and Bill, and hurried 
off to the vestry. There, indeed, a 
scene of turmoil confronted him. 

The apartment was crammed full 

of people. Men and women were 

there, in array as motley as the church 

had seen a few minutes before. The 
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minister remembered that, as usual, 
he had amiounced the Sunday school, 
with the customary perfunctory invi- 
tation to all to remain, an invitation 
as much a mere form hitherto as the 
paper seal on a legal document. This 
time, however, the invitation had been 
frankly accepted. 

In addition to the men and women, 
there were swarms of children, dirty, 
ragged, noisy, quarrelsome. Edge- 
worth wondered where they could 
have come from. Not even at a 
Christmas festival had so many chil- 
dren been seen in that room. 

They were of all ages, from the in- 
fant in arms, crying lustily, to the 
swaggering chiefs of the juvenile 
^^ gangs.'' They were bobbing back 
and forth on the seats and scuttling 
from chair to chair. They were jab- 
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bering a medley of slang, but all — 
Jew, Italian, German, Russian, 
Swede, French^ — all were "talking 
American/' That was one good 
thing. 

Edgeworth stepped to the platform 
and held up his hand. It had about 
as much effect as a similar gesture 
would have on the tumbling billows 
off Newf oundland. 

It was a well-conducted, demure 
Sunday school under ordinary cir- 
cumstances, and there was no bell; 
Edgewater, however, rapped on the 
desk smartly with his knuckles. As 
well tap with a pencil in a boiler- 
factory. 

"I got them quiet," plaintively said 
Superintendent Bonner, "and then 
when I tried to get them to read alter- 
nately and say the Golden Text, they 
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began to act this way, and I couldn't 
stop them. Hadn't we better send 
for the police?'' 

Here Mrs. Brimmer pushed her 
way up to the desk through a crowd of 
thickly packed humanity, and began 
to plead, half -crying: ^^Oh, Mr. 
Bonner, — oh. Dr. Edgeworth, my 
Thomas is in this mess somewhere, I 
know he is, for he never misses Sun- 
day school, and I can't find him; and 
I just know some of these horrid ugly 
brats are abusing him, and giving him 
small-pox, and measles, and scarlet 
fever, and teaching him bad lan- 
guage! Help me get him out, won't 
you?" 

^^Mrs. Brimmer's Thomas" was 

well known to the amused church, a 

fine specimen of a petted, spoiled 

youngster. The anxious mother was 
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almost crying, but what could be done 
for her? 

"Mister I He's pulling my hair!'' 

^'^Say, Mister! don't you believe 
him. He^s sticking pins into meV^ 

"Aw, git out o' here, Pat FlaniginI 
Go over there an' sit with th' Dagos." 

It was a wild medley of wrangling 
soimds. 

"I have half a mind to have the 
whole place cleared out by the police," 
said Dr. Edgeworth, in despair, to 
Mr. Bonner. 

But Lady Caroline had made her 
way through the boisterous throng, 
and stood beside the two. At this she 
broke in eagerly. 

"Try the power of song, Dr. Edge- 
worth. Just get Miss Hazelwood to 
sing one of her sweet solos. That 
will quiet them like magic, and then 
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you can do what you please with 
them/' 

^^But/' said the young minister, 
^^Miss Hazelwood ought not to be ex- 
posed to this rabble and their in- 
sults/' 

^*She is managing one comer of it 
fairly well,'' answered Lady Caro- 
line, standing on tiptoe and pointing 
to the back of the room. 

Dr. Edgeworth looked in that di- 
rection. 

By some magic Irene had succeed- 
ed in gathering about her the children 
from Water Street and the vicinity 
whom she was accustomed to teach. 
They had formed a double circle 
around her, greatly crowded, to be 
sure, but perfectly orderly. She was 
talking to them earnestly, and they 
bent forward toward her as she bent 
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forward to them, her fair face 
flushed and her bright eyes aglow. 
In all that hubbub Dr. Edgeworth did 
not fail to notice what a charming 
picture she made. 

**We-ell,'' he said, dubiously; and 
Lady Caroline waited no further per- 
mission, but with swift dexterity 
made her way to Irene's side. 

No urging seemed to be needed. 
Indeed, this was no new task for 
Irene, whose sweet voice, the delight 
of many an elegant drawing-room, 
had been heard more often, and with 
appreciatibn quite as keen if not as 
cultured, by the shuffling, frowzy, sin- 
seared company that crowded the 
benches at the Carpenter Street Mis- 
sion. 

As she went to the platform and 
opened a song-book, the uproar con- 
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tinued; but at the first notes of her 
song it suddenly ceased. 

Irene alighted by chance upon Phil- 
lips Brooks's exquisite Christmas 
carol, ^'O Little Town of Bethlehem/' 
The tender flow of its movement and 
the lovely words swept out over that 
restless gathering, and bent them all 
to its sway, 

'* O little town of Bethlehem, 
How still we see thee lie ; 
Above thy deep and dreamless sleep 
The silent stars go by." 

It was wonderful to feel the hush 
of that Syrian midnight settle down 
upon the room. 

*' How silently, how silently, 
The wondrous gift is given 1 
So Gk)d imparts to human hearts 
The blessings of His heaven." 
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Hard faces grew tender under the 
spell of that song. Women here and 
there could be seen weeping furtively, 
the pervasive sympathy of the lines 
melting the barrier of bravado that 
commonly hid their many sorrows 
from public gaze. In the tense still- 
ness Irene drew to the climax of her 
musical sermon : 

'' O holy Child of Bethlehem, 
Descend to us, we pray; 
Cast out our sin, and enter in, 
Be bom in us to-day.'' 

Those beauty-loving foreigners, so 
quick to respond to any artistic ap- 
peal, remained perfectly quiet as 
Irene stepped down from the plat- 
form; and then they burst into loud 
applause. Here and there, mindful 
of time and place, rose a **sh-h-h,'' 
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but most of them were frankly ignor- 
ant of offense. 

**Now's your chance!'' said Lady 
Caroline quickly to Edgeworth. 
**Take them promptly. We can't 
have classes. Give them a good 
talk." 

But Robert Edgeworth, Ph. D., had 
not studied this sort of thing at his 
prim and proper theological semi- 
nary. He mounted the platform de- 
liberately. A slight disturbance had 
already arisen among the boys. He 
waited for it to subside, a severe eye 
in that direction. It did not subside. 
It increased. Instantly it broke out 
elsewhere, and Edgeworth turned 
savagely upon the new offenders. 

**Let us have quiet 1" he pro- 
claimed, sternly. But they did not 
have quiet. 
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^^Will you not respect the sanctities 
of the place?'' he inquired, lifting his 
voice. 

The uproar had risen higher, and 
few heard him, but those few evident- 
ly did not respect the sanctities of the 
place. In fact, they probably thought 
they had something to do with the 
carpet, or the furniture. 

Edgeworth lost his temper. He 
waved his clinched hand — I would not 
say he shook his fist — at two of the 
most obstreperous urchins, who were 
struggling for the same hymn-book, 
the latter being much the worst for 
the contest. * ' Either behave, you fel- 
lows, or get out of herel'' he com- 
manded. 

**Aw, come offl'' was their reply, 
accompanied with an intensely disre- 
spectful motion in which their fingers 
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and their noses were aggressively in- 
volved. 

Lady Caroline stepped in front of 
the platform and looked comically up 
at Edgeworth. ''May I try?'' she 
asked. 

Without waiting for a reply, she 
took both the struggling urchins by 
the shoulders and said to them, 
''Come up on the platform and hold 
out my handkerchief for me, and 111 
give you five cents apiece." 

They looked inquiringly at each 
other, and gained courage from each 
other's nods. Sheepishly they fol- 
lowed Lady Caroline, while the room 
grew still again to watch what would 
happen to them. The stillness be- 
came almost oppressive as they were 
seen to be holding out a white hand- 
kerchief, drawn tight between them. 
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In the observant hush Lady Caro- 
line asked sweetly, "Has any boy here 
a knife, a good sharp knife, that I 
may borrow? I want it just for a 
few minutes/' 

"Karl Schlechter has/' 

"Found it in an ash-bar — '' 

"It's got one whole blade!" 

"It's a dandy!" 

"/ have ; here it is ! " 

This last from Karl himself, who 
proudly stuck out the implement to- 
ward Lady Caroline, obligingly open 
at the whole blade, which was thrust 
at her, to the imminent peril of her 
glove, 

"Thank you, Karl," said Lady Car- 
oline calmly. Then she turned to the 
pretty white handkerchief, tensely 
stretched out by the two expectant 
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boys, and cut a great gash down the 
middle of it. 

^*Oo— 00— ooh!'' 

A shiver ran through the room. 

**You wonder/' said Lady Caroline 
very quietly, **why I did that. Well, 
111 tell you. But first I will tell you 
a story. It's about a boy named 
Peter.'' 

At once a group of rough lads in a 
comer burst into a loud guffaw, while 
half the interested company turned 
toward that comer. 

One of the hoys near* the platform 
explained obligingly: 

^'That's Peter, that white-headed 
chap. That's Pete 1" 

The Peter thus unexpectedly be- 
come a cynosure blushed and grinned, 
pleased but embarrassed. 

^^My Peter, the Peter I want to tell 
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you about,'' continued Lady Caroline, 
* ^ was Peter Quin. ' ' 

^'That's Pete Flannerty/' shouted 
a dozen voices, 

* * So it 's not the same Peter. Well, 
Peter Quin was a fine, strong fellow. 
He could turn a double handspring 
backward, and he could run like a 
deer, and he could lift himself with 
one hand. Any boy here that can lift 
himself with one hand?'' 

**/ can — ^almost 1" volunteered a 
small, wiry lad. 

^'Almost! Hoo — oo — oo!" sang out 
his neighbors. 

Lady Caroline went on. **This 
Peter Quin had sharp eyes, that could 
see in the dark like a cat. His hand 
was so steady and his arm so strong 
that he could GR sl pail brimful of 
water and hold it out at arm's length 
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without spilling a drop. And he 
could swim faster and farther than 
any boy in town/ 

** Could he dive backward?'' 

^^Yes, he could dive backward. He 
wasn't afraid of anything. Peter 
Quin was a fine fellow. He was as 
fine and strong and clean and whole 
as my handkerchief was a minute ago. 
But he isn't any longer. Ill tell you 
what happened to Peter Quin. How 
many of you children smoke cigar- 
ettes and cigar ends?" 

Almost every boy's hand went up 
promptly and proudly. A little less 
promptly, up went the hands of some 
of the girls. 

** And how many of you drink, when 
you can get it, — ^beer, and whiskey, 
and such things?" 

The hands did not go up quite so 
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rapidly this time, but the boldest at 
once raised theirs defiantly, and many 
of the others followed their example. 

**And how many of you pitch pen- 
nies, and bet money on football games, 
and play cards for stakes?" 

They were beginning to grow sus- 
picious, and Lady Caroline saw that 
she had gone as far as was wise. She 
proceeded quickly. 

*^ Because Peter Quin did all these 
things, and every time he did them — '^ 

Slash 1 went the knife again into the 
pretty white handkerchief. 

** First he tore his health all to 
pieces. He got so he couldn't run 
very fast. Those cigarettes did that. 
Made him short of breath.'' 

Slash! Another cut in the hand- 
kerchief. 

**Then he got so he couldn't see 
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very distinctly. His eyes were red 
and blurred. The beer and whiskey 
did that, and the tobacco helped.'* 

Slash! 

**Then his hands become unsteady. 
They shook like an old man's. And 
he couldn't hold out any weight that 
amounted to anything. And he 
couldn't swim ten strokes without get- 
ting a pain in the side." 

Slash I Slash! Slash! The white 
handkerchief hung in dismal tatters. 

**He began to be afraid of things, 
though he boasted louder than ever 
and pretended to be very brave. But 
he had horrible dreams at night. 
And he couldn't sleep half the time. 
And his nerves were trembly. And 
Peter Quin went all to pieces like this 
handkerchief. It was the strong 
drink, and tobacco, and gambling, and 
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such things, that spoiled him, just as 
Karl's knife has spoiled this handker- 
chief. Have any of you seen a man 
or a boy go to pieces that way ? ' ' 

Lady Caroline got no reply. She 
needed none. Here and there the 
look on a woman's face was full of 
anguish. 

** And now,'' the English woman in- 
quired, **what am I to do about my 
handkerchief?" 

There was a dismayed silence. 

*^ Shall I sew it together again?" 

" 'Twould take a nawful long 
time," spoke up a solemn-faced girl. 

*^It would, indeed; and after I got 
it done, it would be all seamed and 
ugly, and I couldn 't use it. No ; I can 
do something better than that. I can 
take the old handkerchief away and 
bum it up," — Lady Caroline 
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snatched the rags from the boys and 
crumpled them in her hand, — ^^^and I 
can put a new handkerchief in its 
place." 

Thereupon Lady Caroline took 
from her pocket a neatly folded hand- 
kerchief, opened it smartly, and gave 
it to the two boys to display. 

^^How is that?'' asked she, trium- 
phantly. ^^And now, what shall we 
do with Peter Quin, the foolish boy 
who has gone all to pieces like my 
handkerchief? Can we sew him up 
again?'' 

That audience was not at a loss. 

** Sewed me up, at the horsep'tl," 
volunteered a boy, pointing to a long, 
half -healed scar across his cheek. 

**Yes, but when your heart doesn't 
work right, and your eyes won't see 
right, and your head won't think 
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right, and you have all gone to pieces, 
— ^you can't be put together by sewing 
then, canyon?'' 

No; the children were sure you 
couldn't. 

*^So what is to become of Peter 
Quin?" 

No response, but eager waiting. 

''Ill tell you. We'll throw the old 
Peter away, just as I threw away my 
old handkerchief, and we'll get a new 
one. You don't know how it can be 
done? You don't believe it can be 
done? Ah, but it can. I've seen it 
done so many times that I know it 
can be done for Peter Quin. Who 
can do it ? No one but the One who 
made Peter Quin, the Lord Jesus 
Christ." 

Lady Caroline had her audience in 
a firm grasp of attention, and she 
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knew well, from long practice, how to 
hold them. Many such talks had she 
given in the slums of London, to 
crowds as cosmopolitan and boister- 
ous as this, — ^but no more cosmopoli- 
tan and boisterous. She was ready 
of wit and exhaustless of ingenuity. 
That handkerchief — ^both handker- 
chiefs — ^became under her skilful ma- 
nipulation a perfect treasury of illus- 
tration. Edgeworth ever afterward 
held a handkerchief in higher regard. 

And always Lady Caroline came 
around, before she finished an illus- 
tration, to Jesus Christ. Hers were 
no empty words. 

After she had talked in that way, 
for a half -hour that seemed but ten 
minutes, Lady Caroline called on 
Irene for another song, and then bade 
the assembly, subdued by the spell of 
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the music, go quietly out. Thus 
peaceably and satisfactorily ended 
the first Sunday-school hour in the 
Transplanted Church. 

That was a crowded afternoon for 
Eohert Edgeworth. Scarcely one of 
the officers and prominent members 
of the Grace Evangelical Church but 
called upon him at his home. *^How 
was the church moved?'' was the pre- 
vailing wonder. *^Who did it?'' was 
an equal puzzle. **And what are we 
to do about it?" was a query of equal 
interest. 

They came singly and in groups. 
Their calls overlapped, so that the 
young minister had not a minute to 
himself. Some were fiercely indig- 
nant, some were hugely amused. 
Some were superstitiously inclined, 
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while others were for an immediate 
recourse to detectives. 

Old Deacon Carver made his ap- 
pearance in the course of the after- 
noon, and found opportunity for a 
single minute to give his message to 
Edgeworth alone, 

* ^ My brother, '' said he, ^4t's the 
Lord's doing. I don't know what 
means He used, but He's back of it. 
Major Folsom and Bill Jenkins prove 
that! God bless you, my brother. I 
believe God has a work for you on 
Water Street." 

The perplexed young man pressed 
the hands of the aged saint, but found 
no words to answer. 

Some of the church leaders re- 
mained, and took dinner with Edge- 
worth, — ^whose establishment, by the 
way, was presided over by a dignified 
137 



TUXEDO AVENUE 

maiden aunt. Mr. Dimster was there, 
Mr. Hemenway, and Judge De Vol. 
There was no evening service, — ^the 
Grace Evangelical Church had for 
years found one Sunday service 
ample for its needs, — so that the gen- 
tlemen lingered leisurely over their 
dessert. There was no young peo- 
ple's society, either. It is not often 
that a church of that type has a young 
people's society. 

Their earnest conversation was in- 
terrupted by a sharp pull at the door- 
bell, and by the excited entrance of 
the church janitor, old Eichard Ma- 
son. He was out of breath from 
speed and mental agitation. He 
stammered his message. 

^'Oh, D-D-Doctah! Doctah Edge- 
worth ! C-c-come to de chu 'ch, quick I 
I c-c-couldn't keep 'em out. I was 
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jes' a-straightenin' things from their 
pnfformmices this mawnin' when 
they come a-troopin' in/' 

^^Into the churchr' 

^^Yas, sah. Yas, Doctah. By de 
hun'erd an' de thousan'. Come quick 
an' ten' to 'em. Fo' dey ^sist on hav- 
in ' a evenin ' sar vice ! ' ' 
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CHAPTER VI 

In Which the Problem of the Sunday 
Evening Service is Solved, in a Man- 
ner Satisfactory at Least to Water 
Street. ::::::::::: 
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CHAPTER VI 

THIS was indeed a novelty in the 
history of the Grace Evangeli- 
cal Church. To think of an audience 
gathered of its own accord and clam- 
oring for a service! And of a Sun- 
day evening, too! 

Dr, Edgeworth looked quizzically 
at the other three gentlemen and at 
his aunt. 

**Well," said he, "while we are de- 
bating, affairs seem to be shaping 
themselves. Water Street is taking 
things into its own hands.'' 

"It's disgraceful!" cried Mr. Dun- 
ster. 

"A perfect shame!" echoed the 
maiden aunt. 
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"Forcible entry. Trespass,'' said 
Judge De Vol. **A matter for the 
police. Simply that. ' ' 

**What!'' exclaimed Mr. Hemen- 
way. "Arrest them for going to 
chm-chr' 

"Why not, sir? If they go to 
church where they are not wanted? 
Where they have no right to go? 
Where the whole parcel of 'em 
couldn't pay one pew-rent? Eh?" 
Judge De Vol grew red in the face. 

"Gentlemen," said Dr. Edgeworth, 
"we must at any rate look into this. 
We must go down there and see what 
is best to be done." 

"An' hurry, gem'mun; hurry, Doc- 
tah, fo' mahcy sake, er they's no tell- 
in' w'at they'll be up to.'' The jani- 
tor held the door open. 

Hastily Dr. Edgeworth and his 
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three guests left the house with Ma- 
son, and made their way along Tux- 
edo Avenue, and to Water Street, 
They passed the great hollow where 
Grace Evangelical Church had stood. 
Its depths were black and mysterious 
in the shadows of the electric light. 
A curious crowd was still around it, 
and several policemen were on guard 
at the edge. To one of them Judge 
De Vol beckoned, and made a low- 
toned request. After consulting the 
sergeant who was there, the man fell 
in behind the little group and fol- 
lowed them to the Traasplanted 
Church. 

The lights along Water Street were 
few and dim. Mr. Dunster, in the 
lead, stumbled several times over 
wooden boxes and ash-barrels. But 
the Grace Evangelical Church, as 
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they approached it, shone resplend- 
ent. Light streamed from the wide- 
open doors, and the beautiful stained- 
glass windows were ablaze with glory. 
The street in the neighborhood of the 
building was nearly deserted. ^^They 
must all be inside,'' said Mr. Hemen- 
way. 

Indeed, if one might judge from 
the volume of sound that just then 
burst from the church, not only all 
Water Street was there, but all Dex- 
ter as well. It was a swinging, 
cheery time, quite unknown to Edge- 
worth. The words could not be dis- 
tinguished. It was roared out in a 
great tide of men's voices, that almost 
drowned the shrill trebles. 

**They don't seem to have waited 
for us," said Edgeworth, chuckling 
to himself. The event had not yet 
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lost the whimsical aspect in which he 
had viewed it that moming. In 
truth, he still felt himself walking in 
a dream, a fantastic dream. 

Evidently the audience had not 
waited for them. As they entered, 
they found the spacious auditorium 
crammed to the farthest comer, and 
a meeting in full progress. 

Water Street was out in force. So 
was Carpenter Street, and all the 
other streets of the slum district, 
down to the river. Tuxedo Avenue 
was absent. It was like the morning 
audience, with that notable exception. 

But stay: Tuxedo Avenue was 
represented there; and Edgeworth 
started, for the first person he saw 
was Irene. She was seated on the 
front seat. Lady Caroline on one side 
of her and a fat Jewess on the other. 
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Her face shown softly among those 
"Water Street countenances, like a 
pearl in a setting of rusty iron. 

There was time for only a glance of 
recognition, surprise on his part and 
a touch of embarrassment on hers, 
when a short, energetic man stepped 
briskly from the pulpit platform and 
cordially held out his hand to Dr. 
Edgeworth. 

**You must excuse me. Doctor, ^^ he 
said, **I am Huston, Walter Hu- 
ston, superintendent of the Carpen- 
ter Street Mission near by. We hold 
meetings every night, you know, and 
always have a crowd, but to-night our 
room was almost empty. I inquired, 
and foimd that curiosity had drawn 
the people here. So I came over, my 
helpers and I. One of my helpers is 
a member of your church. Doctor, 
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Miss Hazelwood, And she is a 
helper/' 

Dr. Edgeworth mummred indefi- 
nitely. 

^*We found a church full, waiting. 
Nothing was doing, so IVe just been 
putting in the time till you came. I 
don't like to lose a minute, you know, 
in this work. They are almost 
through with this song. Then you 
will take the meeting, of course. I 
hope you'll forgive me." 

"It was all right," said Edgeworth 
heartily. *^And won't you just keep 
right on?" 

"No, indeed; no, indeed; I 
wouldn't think of it." 

Judge De Vol interposed at this 
point. 

"Shall I disperse this rabble? 
Sha'n't the policeman clear the 
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place? You surely don^t mean to 
preach to them, Doctor ?^^ 

** Surely notl'' said Mr. Dunster. 

Huston looked in amazement at the 
two speakers. 

^*Whatl'^ he exclaimed, **Lose 
this chance ? Send away this crowd % 
this glorious crowd ?'^ And he 
turned to Dr. Edgeworth. 

* * I — don 't — know, ^ ^ Edgeworth 
said slowly. ^* Someway, gentlemen, 
it doesn't seem quite right to send 
them away without something. No, 
we can decide later what to do. To- 
night, we'd better have a meeting. 
Or something." 

Edgeworth 's brain was in a whirl. 
He knew that Irene's clear gaze was 
upon him. He knew what she ex- 
pected him to do; what he must do, 
if he would not lose her regard f or- 
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ever. But he didn't know how to 
doit. 

"Come. Ton come mth me. Yes, 
you must, Mr. Huston. Help me 
out.'' 

Disregarding the vehement objec- 
tions of his associates, Eobert Edge- 
worth entered the pulpit with the 
superintendent of the Carpenter 
Street Mission. 

The song was finished, and the 
great congregation was hushed and 
expectant. Edgeworth's mind was a 
blank. *^Sing something more," he 
groaned, and sank into the low sofa, 
where, partially screened, he might 
collect his distracted thoughts. 

** Rescue the perishing, care for the dying, 
Snatch them in pity from sin and the 
grave; 
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Weep o'er the erring ones, lift up the fallen, 
Tell them of Jesus, the mighty to save." 

How the words rang out, led by 
Huston's magnificent voice I They 
caught Edgeworth in their swing, and 
would not let him go. He had never 
heard singing like that. The tune — 
his organist would call it trash. The 
words — Stedman would hardly admit 
them into his anthology. But they 
were real. And he could not get 
away from them. 

What was he to do ? What was he 
to do? What could he say, more 
than he had said in the morning? 

Ah, Edgeworth had not learned 
that there was only one thing to do. 
He had done it and said it in the 
morning, he should have done it and 
said it then. 

When Phillips Brooks was to 
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preach before Queen Victoria his 
friends asked him what sermon he 
would use. **I have only one ser- 
mon/' answered the great preacher. 
But Edgeworth had not learned that. 
He thought he must have different 
sermons. 

*' Though they are slighting Him, still He is 
waiting, 
Waiting the penitent child to receive ; 
Plead with them earnestly, plead with them 

gently : 
He will forgive if they only believe." 

A riot of plans surged through the 
nund of the yoimg preacher. John 
3 : 16 ? But that would be too much 
like what he said iq the morning. 
Some ^* practical'' topic? He ran 
over Romans 12. Somfe way nothing 
seemed to fit. Elijah on Carmel? 
Job? Paul at Damascus on Mars' 
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Hill? He went back over his recent 
sermons. But she had heard them, 
and so had Judge De Vol and the rest. 
They would think he was runing out 
of ideas. 

** Rescue the perishing, duty demands it; 
Strength for thy labor the Lord will pro- 
vide; 
Back to the narrow way patiently win 
them; 
Tell the poor wand'rer a Saviour has 
died/' 

The song came to an end. Edge- 
worth was no nearer a decision. 

**Mr. Huston/^ he stammered, **I 
— ^I — ^think you^d better do this. 
Tou know how to do it. And I — I — 
haven't had time to prepare, you 
know.'* 

The missionary was apologetic. 
154 




TO WATER STREET 

"But my kind of meeting/' said he, 
"I don't suppose you'd like it. I 
can't hold a meeting, you know, with- 
out trying to save souls. Right on 
the spot, you know." 

**Do it your way," insisted Edge- 
worth. And the superintendent, 
nothing loth, did it in his way. 

He began to talk, frankly, easily, 
in a conversational style, as if he were 
in the room alone with one man. 
There were no explanations, no pre- 
liminaries. Time was too precious. 

"Tou aU know what I have been," 
he said. "I was a New York tough. 
I have done time on the Island, often 
and often. For years, whenever I 
could get the price of a drink, I was 
under the influence of liquor. I sup- 
pose for ten years I didn't know what 
it was to have a clear head. Or a 
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good temper, for the matter of that. 
My poor wife and children could tell 
you. Ah, yes ; I guess they could. 

**I don't like to think of those days. 
I don^t think of them except when I 
want to tell others what my Jesus has 
done for me. Then I bring them up, 
just to show other sinners that Jesus 
Christ can save them. If He saved 
me, He can save them. Praise His 
name! 

**I got in with a gang of burglars, 
and we broke into many a house. 
How ashamed I am to tell youl 
How I wish I could find those people 
I stole from, and pay them for what 
I took I The thought almost drives 
me crazy sometimes, and I am 
ashamed to hold up my head and look 
men in the eye. 

*at was a dog's life I led. The 
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gang were quarrelling half the time, 
and for all our stealing, we half 
starved. And at last I got caught 
— ^they always do get caught sooner or 
later, generally sooner. And I was 
sent to the Pen. 

**When I came out I was harder 
than ever, and went down hill faster 
than ever. What my family suf- 
fered all this time I don't want to talk 
about. You can imagine it. God 
forgive me I 

**I became a gutter sot. I would 
do anything to get a drink — ^beg, lie, 
steal. I lived for whisky — and 
worse. 

**But enough of that. You know 
what I was. And you don't have to 
go far to see the like. 

"One evening, glory to God I I 
stumbled into Jerry McAuley's mis- 
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sion. It was a bitter cold night, and 
I went in to get warm, just as thou- 
sands of other wretched men have 
done. But I got something besides 
heat. 

"I don't know what it was that 
stirred me. Maybe it was the sing- 
ing. Maybe it was the speaking or 
the praying. I was too drunk really 
to know what. But something, as I 
listened, got hold of the pitiful tatters 
of manhood left in me, and made the 
most of them. And when they asked 
those to come forward who wanted 
to be saved from their sins, I went 
forward, and I was saved. 

"Talk about miracles! IVe heard 
men say there couldn't be a miracle 1 
The reign of law, and such nonsense. 
Why, men, women, 7 am a miracle 1 a 
living miracle. Just as much as Laz- 
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arus when he came from the tomb. 

"From that day I haven ^t drunk 
a drop of liquor. I haven ^t wanted 
to. Jesus Christ took away that hell- 
ish appetite, that had transformed 
every fibre of my body and brain, that 
had changed my whole being into a 
frenzy for alcohol. If He could do 
that, He would have had no trouble 
to heal a leper. And He did do that. 
Just that. 

*^ Besides, I have led a straight life 
ever since. I haven't touched a card. 
I Ve kept away from bad companions. 
IVe earned my way as a man ought 
to. 

**I don't say that I haven't had 
struggles, but He has seen me 
through. Every time. Praise His 
name I 

""What did I do in Jerry McAu- 
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ley's mission? I didn't do anything. 
I didn't pray, even, to amoiuit to any- 
thing. I just said, *0 Lord, Lord, 
Lordl Here I am. Take me, if you 
think you can make anything out of 
me. God know's IVe made a big 
enough botch of the job.' If you call 
that a prayer, I prayed. And then I 
just let go. I just let the Lord run 
my life. And He hasn't given me a 
sad minute since, not one. Glory to 
His name I 

"I'm not the only one. Dear me, 
no! Why, over at the mission I've 
seen the Lord work just such mir- 
acles, time and time again. Some of 
the men He has saved are here in this 
church. I have told my story, and 
I'm going to let them tell theirs. 
That's all we can do to thank our pre- 
cious Redeemer for saving us. So we 
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are eager to tell our stories wherever 
people will listen. Tom Blake, you 
speak first/' 

Tom Blake rose at one side of the 
church, a tall, strapping fellow, and 
in a strong Scotch brogue began at 
once to speak. He also wasted no 
time in preambles. His story was 
not unlike Huston's, and it was told 
in much the same way, save that here 
was a new life, a second life, bearing 
witness, with almost terrifying ear- 
nestness, to a second miracle. 

If you could hear the ten lepers 
whom Christ healed, if each of them 
should tell his story, the recitals 
would be much alike, but would you 
tire of them? Wouldn't you stay to 
the last? It was so in the Grace 
Evangelical Church that night. It is 
so in every rescue mission. 
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One after another they rose, men 
and women, as Huston called their 
names, and all gave praise for great 
salvations. Not all had been drunk- 
ards, though most of them had. Not 
all had been criminals, though most 
of them had. Some of them had 
been redeemed from the debasiag 
superstitions and empty gropings of 
false religions. Some of them had 
been conceited infidels. Some of 
them had only been selfish and ugly. 
(Only! Perhaps they were worst of 
alll) 

And Edgeworth, hidden on the sofa 
back of the pulpit, his head for the 
most part in his hands, listened as to 
the language of a new world. The 
speakers were ungrammatical. Many 
of them were imcouth. There were a 
hundred points to offend his refined 
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sensibility; but, somehow, it was not 
offended. Those ten healed lepers 
were doubtless dirty and ragged ; but 
who would think of that in the pres- 
ence of the miracle? In that holy 
place, where God's Spirit had so 
strangely touched his heart and 
anointed his lips only that morning, 
the young preacher was receiving his 
second lesson; and it was equally 
wonderful. 

At length, after this had gone on 
for some time, Huston called: **The 
Captain! Captain Dick! It isn't 
often that Captain Dick gets out, and 
we want a word from him. Boys, 
bring the Captain to the platform." 

At this there was loud applause, 

followed by a stir in the center of 

the house. Two men came down the 

aisle with important grins on their 
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faces. They were carefully carrying 
a third man, little, withered, and old, 
his long white hair floating backward 
from a large head. He waved his 
thin hands feebly to the company as 
he moved. 

Huston drew a chair to the front of 
the platform, and the old man was 
tenderly placed in it. Then the 
superintendent raised an admonitory 
finger, which was unnecessary, so still 
was the crowd as soon as the Cap- 
tain's weak, clear voice was heard. 

*^The war is almost over for me, 
boys, but I'm glad to answer, ^ Here I' 
at another roll-call. The General of 
the army is going right on after I'm 
laid away. The regiment won't stop, 
but just for taps, and then. Forward, 
march! I've got to die in the ambu- 
lance, but what of it? It's all for 
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the flag, whether I die there or at the 
front. 

*^Most of you have heard my 
story. You know what a miserable, 
quarrelling soldier I was, all through 
Fort Donelson, Pittsburg Landing, 
Chattanooga, and the rest. Think of 
facing death with an oath on one's 
lips and whisky in one's brain ! 

*^'You know what that chaplain did 
for me — old Henry Coleman, bless 
his memory! Ill see him soon, now. 
He's the first man I want to meet on 
the golden streets. 

^^It wasn't all of a sudden with me, 
as it was with many of you. Some 
men are like Matthew, and follow at 
a word. Others are like Jacob, and 
have to be wrestled with. I was like 
Jacob, and old Henry Coleman had a 
long task. But he conquered; or, 
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rather, Jesus Christ conquered, 
through that man of God. 

"They sent me home from Vicks- 
burg not much of a man, so far as the 
casing goes; but I came with Jesus 
Christ inside the battered body. 

"And IVe been trying ever since, 
as many of you know, to tell what He 
has done for me, is doing for me. 
Sometimes, but not often lately, I can 
get out of my little room, and I'm so 
grateful to the strong arms that carry 
me out. For I want every one to 
know, I'd like to tell all the world, 
how good my Jesus is to me. 

"He lets me remain a cripple, some 
of you are saying, maybe, and you 
pity me, and find fault with Him. 
Brothers and sisters, Fm the one to 
find fault, if any one, and I praise 
Jesus Christ daily and hourly for His 
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royal goodness. He has taken every 
one of my thorns and covered them 
over with His love till they are as soft 
as down. He has given me songs in 
every night, and He comes and sings 
them with me. 

*^0h, let Him into your lives, 
men and women 1 Be friends with 
Him I Give up to Him I It's all 
^P> ^P> upward, when you give 
up to Him I You are down in 
your sorrows and sins. Give up to 
Him I You are down in a black pit, 
and the black waters are rising over 
you. Give up to Him I Look up I 
Don't you see His shining face up 
there at the mouth of the pit, bright 
against the stars? He is reaching 
His hand to you. Give up to Him I 
Put your hand in His. Never mind 
how dirty your hand is, how covered 
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with slime of the pit. He will clasp 
it lovingly. He will draw you surely 
up, up, up, into safety and warmth 
and love and joy. 

"I haven't strength to say any 
more now. God bless you all. Be 
His! Be Christ 'si Give up to 
Himl'' 

The old Captain sank back, white- 
faced and exhausted, and the two men 
carried him tenderly to his seat be- 
low. In the meantime, Mr. Huston 
took up the word where he had left 
it, and began to ^^draw the net/' 

There was nothing filmy and uncer- 
tain about this. There were no 
vague phrases. There was no grad- 
ual approach as if afraid. The 
speaker pleaded ^^as a dying man to 
dying men.'' He evidently felt that 
the everlasting weal or woe of hun- 
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dreds hung in the balance as he spoke. 
In other words, he actually believed 
that then was the acceptable time, 
and that God's voice was speaking 
through him, and that if hearts were 
hardened against it, there would 
soimd against some of them the ter- 
rible words, "Too latel Ye cannot 
enter now." 

He used old-fashioned terms. He 
even talked about "the mourners' 
bench." He urged his hearers to 
come forward "to the mercy-seat." 
"Come ye out from among them, and 
be ye separate from them," he quoted. 

"Jesus Christ," he said, "came all 
the way from heaven to save you; 
won't you go the length of this church 
to meet Him? He was lifted on the 
cross for you ; are you afraid to come 
up on this platform for Him? If 
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you become a Christian, you will have 
to face sneers and ridicule. Begin 
now. You 11 never have more to help 
you. Take a bold step, and become a 
bold Christian." 

In his earnestness Huston came 
down from the pulpit and stood on a 
level with the people. He stretched 
out his arms to them as he talked, his 
face aglow with feeling. He bent 
toward them. He moved down the 
aisles, as if seeking the lost. He beck- 
oned to this one, and called that one 
by name. He often broke off his ap- 
peal and prayed for help from above, 
that his words might be effective. He 
constantly lu'ged his workers from the 
mission to pray for him. 

Finally he called upon Irene to 
sing; and as those blessed strains, 
**Just as I am," swept appealingly 
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over the intent throng, they began to 
come. 

Singly they came, and then in 
groups. They came with no outcry, 
no sensational gestiu'es. The meet- 
ing was full of excitement. You ex- 
pect excitement from the fictitious 
presentments of a theatre; can it be 
other than exciting when the most 
momentous work of time and eternity 
is going on? But there was no 
frenzy, no clamor, only the intensity 
of the truth. 

They knelt around the pulpit, in 
the aisles, at the front seats, they 
stood awkwardly, they waited ex- 
pectantly and ignorantly. There was 
work — oh, so much workl yet to be 
done. 

Huston dismissed the audience, and 
turned at once to the men and women 
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around him. ^^Help us/' he said 
briefly to Edgeworth, and then went 
to work. 

His well-trained assistants from the 
mission were already in front, and 
each had his man or woman. Some 
were talking with more than one, talk- 
ing with them or prajdng. Their 
tones were low, but urgent. 

Irene had hastened to the side of a 
showily dressed girl, whose painted 
cheeks and extravagant costume pro- 
claimed her horrible trade. Her arm 
was about her, and the two young 
women, the pure and the defiled, were 
walking the Way of Life together. 

Lady Caroline needed no telling 
what to do and no prompting to do it, 
but she was already pleading with a 
tattered old woman, even then maud- 
lin with drink, conscious only of her 
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utter misery and that she had heard 
some offer of help. 

But Robert Edgeworth ? Sunk on 
the sofa, still hidden behind the pul- 
pit, he had listened to it all, bewil- 
dered. It was a new world to him; 
a world that made his entire past seem 
like a tinsel dream. Money and rank, 
fashion and power, ceremonial and 
liturgy, the pedantry of books, the 
foppery of words, — ^he seemed to see 
them all floating away from him like 
bubbles on a stream. And that 
stream, vast, swift, stretching out into 
endlessness, was the river of Infinite 
Time, bearing him, bearing all men, 
away from these transient shores to 
an eternal destiny. That was the real 
thing. Nothing else was real. 

He made no response to Huston's 
summons. He was powerless, as a 
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child stumbling over his alphabet 
would be at a loss in the "Areopa- 
gitica/' He could only look on, stu- 
pidly ; look on, and think — ^think. He 
had so much to think over, to 
straighten out. 

He did not want to become conspic- 
uous by rising. He wanted to remain 
hidden — ^and think. 

They went out, a few at a time, the 
workers and the converts. Irene and 
Lady Caroline went out, taking the 
girl of the town with them in their 
carriage. Poor thing 1 what awaited 
her if they did not take her home? 

Mr. Hemenway bent over the sofa 
for a moment. 

**Not half bad,'' said he, cheerfully. 
*^ Something new for Grace Evan- 
gelical, eh? That fellow, Huston, 
means business! But you ought to 
174 



TO WATER STREET 

see Dunster and the Judge. They 
are just raging/' 

Edgeworth made a vague response 
and let him go, while he continued to 
think. 

After a time Mr. Huston came to 
him. 

* ' Thank you 1 Thank you for your 
help!'' he cried buoyantly. *^We 
have had a glorious time, glorious!" 

Edgeworth roused himself. ^^But 
— ^but — I haven't done anything." 

*^0, well, you let us hold a meeting 
in this church. God bless you, my 
brother." And with a warm hand- 
clasp the busy superintendent walked 
away, arm in arm with one of his 
converts, while Edgeworth continued 
to think. 

It was Mason who finally roused 
him, making his round before tum- 
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iiig off the lights. The janitor was 
amazed. 

''Wy^ Doctah! Doctah Edge- 
worth ! You heah yet ? Wy, I come 
pooty neah lockin' you in!'' 

The yomig minister rose and went 
out into the night, slowly walking 
home, and still thinking — thinking. 

To-morrow was the church meeting, 
and this matter must be decided. 
Should he cast his lot with Water 
Street or Tuxedo Avenue. Which ? 
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CHAPTER VII 

ROBERT EDGEWORTH spent 
a troubled night. 

It had been a revolutionary day 
for him. God had led him in strange 
ways, and had given him glimpses of 
a life so new, so startling, so utterly 
different from his wonted life, that 
his mind was confused, almost 
numbed. 

Yet those glimpses were wonder- 
fully alluring. Amid the squalor, the 
wretchedness, the repulsiveness, the 
crudeness, ignorance, and sin, into 
close contact with which the day had 
brought him, there shone one re- 
splendent figure, the image of his 
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Lord. That face, so calm, so happy, 
so eagerly loving, gazed at him among 
the crowd of brutal faces, and its pres- 
ence some way transformed them into 
an appeal and a command. 

He could not get away from it. The 
still night air, as he lay upon his bed, 
seemed to find a voice, and the voice 
spoke softly, ** Follow me.'* Over 
and over, insistently, "Follow me." 
"I am here, in Water Street,'* the 
voice seemed to say. **I am here in 
the Transplanted Church. I am here 
where the misery is, and the ugliness, 
and the hardship. Follow me." 

And sometimes, with a great rush 
of love and loyalty and heroism, 
Edgeworth's soul would go out in the 
cry, **Yes, my Master! I will follow 
whithersoever Thou goest!" 

And sometimes he would think 
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what men would say. Judge De Vol 
and Mr. Dunster, for instance. And 
especially of what women would say. 
Those elegant ladies in silks and flash- 
ing gems, with their sharp tongues 
and their grand manner, that would 
sweep such ** fanaticism'' into the 
limbo of the unmentionable. The 
comfort, the luxury, the great, beau- 
tiful houses, the soft carpets, the 
plashing music, exquisite art, abun- 
dant books and leisure, — oh, must 
they all go? 

But over against that picture the 
young man saw another. It was a 
fair young woman, among the loveli- 
est of earth's daughters. And her 
white hand lay on the shoulder of a 
polluted sister. Her sweet voice 
pleaded with her, and called her to 
follow Him. 
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Do you blame Robert Edgeworth if, 
there in the troubled night, this pic- 
ture also shone against the blackness, 
and reinforced that other image? if 
this voice also murmured in the still- 
ness, and reinforced that other voice 
as it urged, ** Follow me?" What is 
the use of earthly love if it is not to 
live alongside heavenly love, the two 
joining their blessed forces to draw 
us onward and upward? 

And yet — ^and yet — ah, how fertile 
in doubts is the Adversary! Edge- 
worth fancied himself a second Hus- 
ton; at best, the superintendent of 
some mission in the slums, on a beg- 
gardly pittance, in two rooms over 
some butcher-shop. * * And how about 
Irene Hazelwood, then, eh?" sneered 
the arch-fiend. ^ * It 's very pretty and 
saintly to go a-slumming from Tuxedo 
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Avenue; but to live in Water 
Street, — oho, my fine lady would sing 
another tune ! And if she didn ^t, her 
father would.'' 

So the battle raged through the un- 
easy night, and the pastor of the 
Transplanted Church rose at day- 
break worn and haggard, his mind 
still undecided. 

Little time for thought was given 
him that day. A steady current of 
visitors set toward the parsonage — 
reporters, you may be sure, and the 
men and women of the church, each 
with a theory and a plan. 

Two visitors, who reached him after 
a telephone message had announced 
their coming, were received in an 
apartment free from all interruption, 
and remaiaed with him for an hour 
or more. They were Lady Caroline, 
183 



1 



TUXEDO AVENUE 

with Mr. Sutton, perhaps the leading 
lawyer of Dexter. As they departed, 
tho Edgeworth's brow was still per- 
plexed, yet a new light shone in his 
eyes, and he was far more cheerful. 

Indeed, it was with almost a jocular 
air that he received the company that 
gathered in the evening in the vestry 
of the Transplanted Church. The 
trustees were there, according to his 
call made the day before. The dea- 
cons were present also, and it had 
been thought best to add to the num- 
ber now this and now that prominent 
member of the church, until forty or 
fifty men were invited, and all of 
them, you may be certain, were on 
hand. 

Mr. Sutton also, tho a member of 
another church, was present, and 
many curious glances were cast in his 
184 




TO WATER STREET 

direction, glances that he met with 
professional imperviousness. 

Edgeworth had no need to call the 
assemblage to order. A hush settled 
upon the room instantly, as soon as he 
took his place in front. 

**This is a strange place where we 
meet, gentlemen,'' he said, **and un- 
der strange circimistances. I feel 
that our gathering to-night is the 
most momentous in the history of this 
church. Let us seek with especial 
earnestness the divine presence and 
guidance. Deacon Carver, will you 
pray?'' 

Very simply, the old man made this 
petition : 

"Dear Lord, this is Thy church, 

and we are Thy people. We do not 

know why Thou hast moved this 

church here, or what Thou dost wish 
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to do with it now it is here. We do 
not know what Thou art going to do 
with us. But this is Thy church, to 
do with as Thou dost please. And we 
are Thy people, to do with as Thou 
dost please. We would be stone and 
wood and mortar in Thy hands. Lay 
us in whatsoever courses Thou dost 
wish, in whatsoever lot. We would 
be obedient. We would lie still, and 
support Thy church in the world. 
Yes, in Tuxedo Avenue or in Water 
Street. It is all one, if Thou art with 
us. Go with us and stay with us, as 
we go or stay. That is all we ask, 
Lord Jesus. Amen." 

**And now, gentlemen," said Dr. 
Edgeworth, **you know the situa- 
tion, — ^the queerest situation, un- 
doubtedly, in which a church was ever 
placed. The question simply is, 
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What are we to do about it ? I await 
any suggestion. Judge De Vol. ' ' 

The Judge had arisen, and was 
clearing his throat pompously. 

** These highhanded proceedings, 
sir,'^ he said, **have filled me with in- 
dignation. I saw at once that it was 
a case for the Law. Representing the 
Law, sir, I have made an investiga- 
tion. I have employed skilful detec- 
tives. They are even now hot on the 
track of the miscreants. Yes, sir, I 
say miscreants. I care not to whom 
the indications point. I care not 
what political, I may even say inter- 
national, complications are involved. 
I say miscreants, sir, miscreants. 

. ^*I have spent much of the day ex- 
amining witnesses. Policemen who 
have confessed to bribery, sir. Be- 
lated pedestrians who were stopped 
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perforce, and conducted around cer- 
tain streets. Teamsters who have 
hauled enormous machines. Work- 
men, sir, by the score, who have 
turned state's evidence. I am un- 
earthing, sir, a gigantic conspiracy: 
I will not say about whom the toils are 
tightening. Certain links are yet 
wanting in our chain of evidence, but 
they will soon be supplied. I have 
only to set before you, sir, as the basis 
of our discussion, the fact that the 
perpetrator of this criminal act will 
soon be incarcerated. And further, 
sir, I may say that the damages to be 
assessed, however heavy, will doubt- 
less be promptly and fully paid. We 
may have that satisfaction. '^ 

Therewith the Judge sat down, pon- 
derously, and glanced around him 
with a solemn pride. 
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His statement was received with 
much apparent satisfaction. Mr. 
Dmister shook a gratified head. 
There was a rustle of applause. Sev- 
eral men rose to speak at once, among 
them Mr. Sutton, whom Dr. Edge- 
worth recognized. 

^^You may think, gentlemen, '' be- 
gan the lawyer, ^^that I have no busi- 
ness here. I have none as a member 
of this church, of course, but I come 
in a professional capacity, as the le- 
gal adviser of Lady Caroline Throck- 
morton, to whom Judge De Vol has 
just referred in terms that I refrain 
from characterizing.'' 

This statement made a profound 
sensation. Men looked at one another 
in amazement. Among all the guesses 
at this or that supposed enemy of the 
church, and all the conflictiag theories 
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of the strange affair with which the 
two days had been rife, the name of 
the English stranger had scarcely 
been mentioned. Even her eccentrie 
actions at the church bazar had been 
forgotten in the absorption of the new 
and engrossing topic. 

**Yes, Lady Caroline Throckmor- 
ton, gentlemen, is the * miscreant' to 
whom my judicial friend refers. 
The information which the Judge 
and his detectives have obtained in a 
way so laborious and expensive, and 
as yet so incomplete, they might have 
gained readily and freely had they 
accosted the noble lady herself. For 
she has nothing to hide. 

**Lady Caroline, gentlemen, is a de- 
voted student of sociology. She has 
come to America to gain an inside 
view of our national life. Most of 
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you are familiar with the scenes at 
your church bazar a few days ago. 
Most of you witnessed them or even 
took part in them. You know how 
this brilliant, distinguished, and 
powerful lady was snubbed and in- 
sulted, when you thought her to be a 
housekeeper, and how you licked the 
dust before her when she was dis- 
closed in her identity. I am not up- 
braiding you, gentlemen. I fear the 
church to which I belong would have 
done the same thing. 

**This episode opened Lady Caro- 
line's eyes to the nature of your re- 
ligious and social life. Through her 
friend. Miss Hazelwood, she had ob- 
tained knowledge of the slum region 
immediately back of the church. She 
promptly conceived the idea of bring- 
ing your church in actual contact with 
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the poverty, misery, ignorance, and 
sin, yes, and with the possibilities of 
Christly brotherhood, from which it 
held proudly aloof. 

"Her imlimited pecuniary re- 
sources, together with the unlimited 
ingenuity of a certain American 
builder whose exploit, viewed imper- 
sonally and purely as a mechanical 
achievement, you must all admire, — 
the two working together carried out 
her idea in the surprising way you 
have witnessed. 

**Now Lady Caroline does not de- 
sire to force her experiment upon this 
church. The same skill and power 
that transferred the edifice to Water 
Street can as speedily restore it to 
Tuxedo Avenue. In the meantime, 
to compensate you for your slight in- 
convenience of yesterday, you will 
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have received the best advertisement 
ever given to an American church. 
And Americans are not supposed to 
underrate the value of advertising. 

*^But Lady Caroline Throckmor- 
ton earnestly hopes that you will 
agree to complete the experiment she 
has thus inaugurated. To that end I 
have the honor to make, as her legal 
representative, the following propo- 
sition.'' 

By this time every man in the room 
was leaning forward, eagerly listen- 
ing, some with smiles and some with 
frowns. 

*^The lot on Water Street, to which 
the church has been transferred, is 
the property of your organization. 
Lady Caroline has purchased it, and 
deeded it to you. Here are the pa- 
pers.'' 
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He handed a package to Dr. Edge- 
worth. 

* ^ And now I have here, gentlemen, ' ^ 
holding up an open document, **a le- 
gal agreement in which Lady Caroline 
binds herself to one of the following 
alternatives. If a controlling num- 
ber of your church vote to return im- 
mediately to the Tuxedo Avenue site, 
she agrees to restore the church to 
that position within two days, imin- 
jured. If, however, the church by a 
legal vote declares its willingness to 
remain in the present situation for 
six months, and during that time to 
fulfil the functions of a church of 
Christ toward Water Street as well as 
Tuxedo Avenue, — ^I am quoting my 
client's own phrase, gentlemen, — ' 
then if, at the end of that period, any 
portion of the church desires to re- 
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turn to Tuxedo Avenue, Lady Caro- 
Hne agrees to build upon the former 
site a church twice as valuable as the 
edifice she has removed. If, on the 
other hand, any portion of the church 
is willing to remain in Water Street, 
Lady Caroline agrees to endow the 
enterprise in the sum of half a mil- 
lion dollars. These last provisions, 
understand, gentlemen, are on the 
condition that the church remains in 
Water Street for six months, and 
manifests toward the people of the 
neighborhood the spirit indicated. 
Needless to say it is the latter alter- 
native that my client is most desirous 
to have you adopt. The propositions 
are now before you for discussion.*' 

Hardly was Mr. Sutton seated be- 
fore Deacon Carver was on his feet. 

The old man trembled in his eager- 
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ness. He did not wait for Dr. Edge- 
worth to recognize him, but spoke 
rapidly and earnestly. 

^^Why, why, friends, this is splen- 
did! This is glorious! The Lord^s 
hand is certainly in it I Why, there 's 
a work to be done here in Water 
Street that the angels of God would 
delight to undertake. And now we 
are given a chance to do it. Now we 
are, as it were, compelled to do it. 
For of course we aren't going to re- 
ject such an offer, such a magnificent 
offer. Of course not. 

*^Why, friends, think of the crowd 
we had yesterday. How the Lord 
Jesus would have rejoiced in it! 
Nay, how He did rejoice in it! 
And think of that sermon our pastor 
gave us. His lips seemed touched 
with coals from the altar. And think 
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of those two precious souls that were 
won to a blessed eternity. 

^^ Friends, Christ is here in Water 
Street. I know it. You know it. If 
we should go back to Tuxedo Avenue, 
I think we should leave Him behind. 
I ana sure we should leave Him be- 
hind. 

^^But we are not going back. Let 
us accept Lady Caroline's offer. Let 
us make the experiment for the half 
year. Let us make it with sincerity, 
and in the love of our Lord. It will 
be the happiest experience our church 
has ever enjoyed. I don't believe a 
soul of us will want to go back at the 
end of the time. Not a soul. 

^^And therefore I move you, sir,'' 
turning to Edgeworth, ^^that we ac- 
cept Lady Caroline's last proposition, 
and thank her for it." 
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"And I second the motion.'' 

It was Mr. Hazelwood, as Edge- 
worth saw with a thrill, who was thus 
supporting Deacon Carver. At the 
same time he rose to speak. 

*^What the Deacon has just said is 
gospel truth. We have been selfish 
in this church, selfish and unchris- 
tian. Now let us try something else. 
I used to think that missions were all 
nonsense. Used to oppose my girPs 
having anj^hing to do with them. 
But I guess she 's converted me. Any- 
way, I vote for Lady Caroline's plan, 
and I second Deacon Carver's mo- 
tion." 

Mr. Hazelwood was a man of few 
words, and this, for him, was an ex- 
tended oration. The next speaker, 
however, possessed a glib tongue. It 
was Mr. Dunster. 
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*^Mr. Moderator/' said he, **and 
gentlemen, this all sounds very fine, 
but it won't stand the test of common 
sense. What do these people down 
here in Water Street want of the 
Grace Evangelical Church? They 
like to track mud over our carpets and 
loll on our cushions and listen to our 
pipe-organ and fine choir and look at 
our stained-glass windows and carv- 
ing and crowd up against us in the 
pews and think they are as good as 
we are. But they arenH as good as 
we are, and so what's the use of pre- 
tending that they are? They are a 
set of lazy, idle, drunken, vicious peo- 
ple, dirty and ragged, covered with 
vermin, foul in language, contaminat- 
ing the very air we breathe- Are we 
to let our pure daughters associate 
with these men of the low dives and 
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the jails? with these women of the 
brothel? Are we to let our children 
play with these filthy ragamnfl&ns, 
catch their diseases, catch their evil 
language, imitate their abominations? 
Can we invite these munentionable 
creatures to our clean and honorable 
homes? 

"We support missions among them. 
What more can we do? They have 
their own churches. There is a Jew- 
ish synagogue near by, and there is a 
Catholic church only a block away in 
the very heart of the slums. Let 
these cattle go there. 

*^They will be happier with their 
like than they would be trying to as- 
sociate with us, and envying us, and 
getting all kinds of foolish notions in 
their heads. Oil and water won^t 
mix. There ^s no use trying. You 
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inay shake them together, but they'll 
settle apart. 

*^And besides, what would become 
of our church, if this Quixotic and ab- 
surd plan were carried out? Does 
any one suppose that we should be^ 
able to hold the best families here on 
Water Street ? How long would they 
continue to go to the slums for their 
sermons? Not even the eloquence of 
our honored pastor could attract 
them. They would melt away to 
other churches where the surround- 
ings and the company are more con- 
genial. 

**I am not saying anything against 
Lady Caroline Throckmorton. We 
are all proud of her interest in this 
church. If she would remain here, 
and attend this church regularly, per- 
haps the best families might be re- 
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tained. But, as I understand it, she 
does not contemplate a stay of six 
months, even to watch this experi- 
ment. 

*^The idea does more credit to the 
heart of the noble lady than to her 
head. She does not take human na- 
ture into account. She is an idealist. 
We must take men as we find them. 
You can't change human nature. 
Does not the Bible itself say, *He that 
is filthy, let him be filthy stiU?' We 
are told in the good Book to preach 
the gospel to every creature, but we 
aren't told to associate with them. 
Why, my wife had to sit on Sunday 
next to a Jewess all perfumed with 
the vilest musk you ever smelt, and 
she hasn't got the smell out of her 
dress yet. That's the way it will be 
all the time for six months. Youll 
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carry home pollution, and your chil- 
dren will carry home pollution, and 
you won't be able to get it out. 

^^I don't deny that Lady Caroline 
holds out to us a tempting bait. I 
have no doubt that at the end of six 
months we should be glad enough to 
go back, and of course she would be 
as good as her word, and we should 
have a church twice as fine as the 
present one. Perhaps enough senti- 
mentalists would remain here to 
claim her endowment of this build- 
ing as a mission church, and that 
would add to our prestige in certain 
circles and would look well in the de- 
nominational year-book. It is a 
tempting proposition, and if, as I 
said. Lady Caroline would remain as 
a drawing-card, it might be worth 
considering. But as she offers no 
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such guaranty, and probably will not, 
I for one shall vote to return to Tux- 
edo Avenue just as soon as possible, 
and I hope that Lady Caroline will 
have the church thoroughly fumi- 
gated/' 

Mr. Dunster sat down amid mur- 
murs of approval, and at once half a 
dozen men were on their feet — ^Pro- 
fessor Caldwell, Fenstermacher the 
banker. Colonel Parmenter, Judge De 
Vol, Deacon Upgraff, and Superin- 
tendent Bonner of the Sunday school. 

One after another they spoke. 
Some were fierce, some sarcastic, 
some argumentative, but all echoed 
Mr. Dunster 's sentiments. All were 
opposed to the plan. Not even for 
six months would they try it. It was 
a great temptation, they all agreed. 
But really, six months of Water 
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Street, — ^pahl it was out of the ques- 
tion. 

Matters seemed going all one way. 
Deacon Carver's face was sad and 
dismayed. Mr. Hazelwood looked 
solemn. Once or twice he half rose, 
as if to speak ; but he thought better 
of it, and settled back again. 

It was when the affair seemed tak- 
ing this turn that Lawyer Sutton 
quietly rose and withdrew. His ac- 
tion was noted with satisfaction by 
the opposition; it looked like a sur- 
render. Judge De Vol, who was 
speaking at the time, put new vigor 
into his utterances. He ventured 
upon language with reference to Lady 
Caroline which he would not have 
used had her lawyer been present. 

*^Who is this meddling Britisher, 
anyway f he asked. * * Why does she 
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stick her nose into our business ? Do 
we need her to tell us our Christian 
duty? She'd better attend to her 
own affairs. She'd better go back 
home and reform London. We can 
get along well enough without her. 
Her room is better than — '' 

At that moment a door opened in 
full view of the company, and dis- 
closed Lady Caroline Throckmorton. 
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CHAPTER Vin 

AT sight of Lady Caroline, Judge 
De Vol grew red in the face, 
stammered, floundered about in his 
sentence and sat down in absolute 
confusion. 

Quite self-possessed, the English- 
woman stood in front of the company 
of gentlemen, and asked: **Dr. 
Edgeworth, may I speak to the mem- 
bers of your church? I shall not be 
tedious/' 

"I am sure,'' said Dr. EdgewortH, 
who did not seem at all surprised at 
Lady Caroline's entrance, "that the 
gentlemen will be glad to hear you." 

Judge De Vol and a few others, 
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however, looked anything but de- 
lighted. 

**I have not been eavesdropping," 
Lady Caroline began, "but my law- 
yer informs me that the emphatic 
tenor of the discussion has thus far 
been opposed to the experiment I am 
so desirous you should make. Per- 
haps, therefore, you will allow a word 
in its behalf. 

"The church of God, gentlemen, 
has two things to do. It is to convert 
sinners and to edify saints. But 
sadly often the church sees only one 
duty, to edify saints. 

"That this is a blessed and neces- 
sary work needs no arguing. Unless 
we know, how can we teach? Unless 
we believe, how can we inspire faith 
in others? How can we invite sin- 
ners into the church until we have a 
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strong, warm, ejficient churcli into 
wMcli to invite them? Our Lord 
Himself spent much of His time in- 
structing His disciples. Paul ad- 
dressed Ms letters to the churches. 
It is an admitted fact that no one can 
be a true Christian that does not lead 
his own household, his own friends, 
his own associates, into the best and 
highest life he knows. 

**And yet our Savior came not to 
call the righteous, but sinners. It 
was the sick that needed Him, not the 
well. And when He passed from the 
sight of our purblind eyes. His one 
word was, *Go.' Not, ^Stay here in 
Jerusalem, and edify the saints, and 
build up a strong church, an elegant, 
fashionable esthetic church, to which 
Nicodemus can proudly invite the 
other members of the Sanhedrin,' but 
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*Go. To Damascus to be exiled. To 
Lystra to be stoned. To Athens to be 
mocked. To Rome to be imprisoned, 
tortured, and slain. Go. Make the 
Catacombs your cathedral. Make the 
arena your pulpit. Make the slaves' 
bench of the galley your pew. Make 
the cross your ensign.' 
*^ *For lo,' He said, ^I am with you.' 
"That was the way He lived before 
their eyes. He had not where to lay 
His head. No cushioned seat for 
Him, no soft music, no comfortable 
couch. And that was the way He 
proposed to keep on li\Tiig, out in the 
storm among the hills, after the sheep 
that were lost. He would be with 
them, but only as they chose to be with 
Him, there. 

"Gentlemen, it seems a harsh thing 
to say, perhaps it is too harsh, but I 
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do not believe that Christ is with us 
alway, in all our churches. 

^*He was with us in this house yes- 
terday. Every one that was here 
knows that He was here. He proved 
His presence by lifting souls to Him- 
self. But that was because this 
church had gone where He was. Did 
He manifest himself on Tuxedo Ave- 
nue? He was not there. He was 
here all the time, down here among 
His lost sheep, and hungering for 
your help. 

**How sad, how unutterably shame- 
ful, that we have no need to cry, 
*Lord, be with us,' but our Lord, 
working lonely, has to hunger for our 
help I Who could have foreseen that, 
after Calvary, after Pentecost? 

** Friends, I honestly believe that it 
would be a gain if every church build- 
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ing were wiped out of existence. I 
love the towers of Lincoln, the aisles 
of Canterbury, the radiant tombs 
of Westminster. I love the village 
churches. Every stone, every board, 
is made sacred by a thousand memo- 
ries. But our Christ dwells not in 
temples made with hands, and His 
church has come to dwell there, to sit 
down comfortably there, where Christ 
dwells not. He is to be the temple of 
heaven, the only temple. He should 
be our temple on earth. Where He 
is, are the courts of His house. 

"There is no saying of Christ's that 
the church of to-day needs more 
earnestly to observe than that of the 
highways and hedges. There is only 
one way to get Christ into our 
churches, and that is to go out into 
the highways and hedges, where 
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Christ is, and compel them to come in. 
Christ will come in with them. 

**But we are not doing it. We are 
rooted in buildings. We are edifying 
the saints. We are making an edifice 
of the church, petrifying it, lignify- 
ing it, till the church that should be 
the living, pulsing, speaking, moving 
body of Christ has become nothing 
more than so much carved wood and 
polished marble. 

*^ Would that I could transfer every 
church, as I have transferred this 
church, into the places where Christ 
is, that the churches might do the 
work Christ wants them to do I 

^^Oh, my dear friends, my brothers 
in Christ, a thousand sermons on hu- 
man brotherhod weigh less than one 
brotherly deed! A thousand ambi- 
tious schemes, constitutions, associa- 
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tions, are only chaff beside an hour's 
actual living with our Lord, doing the 
Lord's work! 

"Here is something we may do. 
Something practical, right at our 
door now, only a few feet away, out 
there in the dirty little rooms, in the 
noisy, unpleasant streets, among the 
soiled and ugly souls. It is some- 
thing we may do. Shall we not do it ? 
We may meet these people, not conde- 
scendingly, as coming down from 
Tuxedo Avenue, but as dwellers with 
them in Water Street. We may 
come to know them. We shall find 
many beautiful lives among them, as 
many saints and heroes, I think, as 
we could find on Tuxedo Avenue. We 
shall open our pews to them, proud 
thus to imitate Him who sat with pub- 
licans and harlots. We shall teach 
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our children with theirs, feeding His 
lambs as He has bidden us. 

^*So many arguments and objec- 
tions and excuses rush to our lips I 
But we know, we are sure in our 
hearts, that this would please our 
Lord, that it would please Him more 
than anything else we could do, that 
no harm can come to us or ours while 
we are thus trying to please Him, that 
only blessedness, the purest and most 
abounding joy, can come of it. We 
all know that in our hearts, whatever 
our faithless lips may say. 

^^I am not asking you to do what I 
will not do myself. If you will enter 
this experiment heartily for six 
months, I will remain here, not to 
watch it, but to be of it. I intend in 
that case to leave the Hazelwood's 
beautiful home, and to take some little 
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room in the heart of Water Street. 
It is something I have done more than 
once in my own country. I should 
like to do it here. 

*^And now what will you do, my 
brothers? Pardon me if I have 
seemed officious, if I have taken mat- 
ters too much in my own hands. Be 
honest with yourselves, and you will 
confess that nothing less dramatic 
and startling would have moved you. 
But I am not the keeper of your con- 
sciences. I can only speak, with a 
solemnity bom of my deepest convic- 
tion, what I hold to be a message from 
the Lord Jesus Christ. Men of Tux- 
edo Avenue, what will you do with 
Water Street^' 

As Lady Caroline spoke, her plain 
face became irradiant with light. 
Her eyes were aglow with enthusiasm. 
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She seemed taller, a very prophetess. 
Her words came rapidly, impas- 
sioned, with the overwhehning force 
of genuine oratory. At the close her 
voice broke with emotion, and she 
asked the final question as a mother 
would plead for the life of a child 

There was a hush in the room. 

Judge De Vol looked stolidly before 
him. Many bent their heads, some in 
thought, some in prayer. No one was 
willing to break the silence. 

At last Deacon Carver spoke, look- 
ing appealingly at Edgeworth. 

**Our pastor,'' said he, ^^has not yet 
expressed an opinion. It is of funda- 
mental importance to know how this 
proposal appeals to our pastor." 

Dr. Edgeworth spoke without ris- 
ing. He spoke in a low, even voice, 
more as if he were talking with 
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himself than as addressing his 
people. 

^^My heart/' he said, "and all the 
better instincts of my nature, are with 
this plan. Yes, I am sure of that. 
There are difficulties to be faced, seri- 
ous difficulties, that perhaps Lady 
Caroline does not know, or imder- 
stand. And yet I am not so certain 
of that, either, since she has herself 
lived with the poor and in the slums, 
and has a practical knowledge of such 
things that most of us — ^that I, at any 
rate — sadly lack. 

"And that is the trouble with me. 
That is the reason why I speak so hes- 
itatingly about this plan, tho, as I say, 
my deepest soul commends it and 
urges it upon me. It is because I 
don't see how I could lead you in it. 

"Yesterday I had a strange experi- 
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ence, the strangest experience of my 
life. I got a vision of Christ, of my 
Savior, of His work in the world, and 
what He wants His people to do in 
the world. I had never had such a 
vision before. It took me up into 
itself and swept me along with it, and 
I was conscious that I was speaking, 
but knew that it was not I after all, 
for Another was speaking through 
me. Oh, if that could be my experi- 
ence all the time I 

**But in the Sunday school, as you 
saw, I could do nothing. And at 
night, as a few of you saw, I could do 
nothing. Oh, I feel so weak, so ig- 
norant, so helpless, before this great 
task! 

* ^ I am willing to try it. I am more 
than willing for the church to try it. 
If I find I cannot lead you in it, there 
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are others who can. But perhaps I 
can learn. I should like to try. 

**I am sorry'' — ^looking apologet- 
ically toward Lady Caroline — ^**that I 
cannot speak with more enthusiasm. 
It is my own fault, of which I am 
ashamed, and not the fault of the 
plan. The church should be pro- 
f oimdly grateful to Lady Caroline for 
what she has done, at what must have 
been an enormous cost. And now, be- 
fore we take a vote, does any one else 
wish to speak?'' 

Major Folsom was in the back of 
the room. He had taken no part in 
the discussion, and it was with evi- 
dent difl&dence that he rose on this 
invitation. 

^*I am no speaker," said the old sol- 
dier, slowly. *^I do not want to 
speak. But I should be disloyal to 
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my new allegiance if I did not say a 
word before this vote is taken. 

**Most of you were in church yes- 
terday. You know what happened, 
what the minister said, and what I 
said. Well, I meant it. I am a man 
of few words, and what I say I stick 
to. I have surrendered to Jesus 
Christ. 

*^I had been fighting Him all my 
life. You know that I have been to 
church regularly, and paid my pew 
rent, and all that. But I knew what 
I ought to do. I knew I ought to lay 
down my arms of rebellion and sur- 
render to Him. I knew I ought to 
join His army and fight for Him. 
And I would not. 

**If this church had not been trans- 
ferred to Water Street, I don't be- 
lieve I ever should have done it. I 
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don't know what would have led me 
to do it. And if Jenkins, Bill Jen- 
kins, hadn't made the start, I don't 
think I should have had the manhood 
to do it then. 

"Gentlemen, I have lived a long 
time since yesterday morning. I 
have been thinking a great deal, and 
reading my Bible, and — ^praying. I 
have been getting orders. I see that 
I must do something to make up for 
lost time. Maybe there are others in 
this church that will want to make up 
lost time. And this plan of Lady 
Caroline's gives me such a splendid 
chance I 

"I want to help others find Him! 
I want to get others to surrender to 
Him. I want to go to the front, to 
the firing line. Tuxedo Avenue 
would be barracks — ^winter quarters. 
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[Water Street is the place for me. 
And I, for one, vote or no vote, am 
going to stay here." 

The old soldier sat down witK his 
head held erect, and the light of bat- 
tle in his eyes. Lady Caroline nod- 
ded, well pleased, and Edgeworth, 
after a slight pause and an inquiring 
look around, rose to put the vote. But 
first he said: 

*^I feel that when we vote on this 
matter we shall be doing perhaps the 
most momentous deed of our several 
lives. It is a decision that each must 
make, alone, with his God. Let us all 
bow our heads, and in silence ask God 
to speak to our souls.'' 

Every head was bent low, and for 

long minutes the room was a true 

Bethel. What struggles were there 

made, with pride, with conceit, with 
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selfishness and self-will, the judgment 
day alone will disclose. More than 
one has since told me of a strange in- 
fluence that filled the air. It was like 
a warm glow, apparent to the inner 
sense alone, and softly vocal to that 
same sense. The words were not 
shaped, nor did they need to be. 
Each heard the message he needed. I 
think it was such language as we are 
to use in heaven when spirit will 
speak surely to spirit by the direct 
exhibition of thought, with no clumsy 
intermediary. But why attempt to 
explain the phenomenon? Every 
Christian who has been one of two or 
three met together in Christ's name 
knows precisely what I mean ; and no 
others can know it, tho I heap up 
words to the end of the dictionary. 
At lengthy with tremulous voice but 
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kindling countenance, Edgeworth 
called for the vote, and it was given. 
There were a few — Judge De Vol, 
Mr. Dunster, and a few others — ^that 
did not vote at all. But every one 
else voted to remain six months in 
Water Street. 

And now, it is not part of my pur- 
pose to describe in detail the working 
of that interesting experiment. 

Some members of the church en- 
tered into it in a conscientious, busi- 
nesslike way, as if they had a disa- 
greeable task that was to be done as 
well as possible under the circum- 
stances. Mrs. Hemenway, she of the 
servant girls' class, was one of these. 
That estimable lady set apart two 
afternoons of each week for work in 
*Hhe slimis,'' as she invariably called 
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Water Street and its vicinity. She 
kept a systematic account of her visi- 
tations, and tabulated the various per- 
sons whose needs, material and spirit- 
ual, she sought to meet, as ** cases," — 
**Case 21,'' and so on. She talked to 
the imf ortimates in that way, remark- 
ing that she would attend to your case 
as soon as she could after seeing to 
Mrs. Finnegan 's case. She was char- 
itable, and they were ** objects of char- 
ity.'' They accepted her charity, 
perforce, but they did not love her, 
nor did they love the Grace Evan- 
gelical Church because of her and her 
kind. 

Other members of the church assid- 
uously put themselves imder Lady 
Caroline's tutelage. The large- 
hearted Englishwoman, despite 
Irene's entreaties, hired a single room 
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over an Italian bakery on Water 
Street almost opposite the Trans- 
planted Church. The room was fitted 
up neatly but plainly, and gradually 
became a very haven of comfort and 
encouragement for all the mothers 
and children of the neighborhood, — 
yes, and for many a sallow-faced 
yoimg man and painted-faced yoimg 
woman. 

Poor Mrs. Dunster had never be- 
fore been so torn with conflicting de- 
sires. On the one hand, there was the 
real sister of a real Earl, a woman of 
great fame, of brilliant talents, and 
fabulous wealth. To sit in the same 
church with her was a benediction. 
To be received by her on friendly 
terms was heaven itself. 

But, on the other hand, — ^ugh I there 
was Water Street. She ran the risk 
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of contact, in her own pew, with some 
slatternly foreigner, some dirty raga- 
muffin, some impudent jail-bird. 
When she called on Lady Caroline, 
the room was sure to be full of the 
same carrion. It was the irony of 
fate. 

Lady Caroline took a whimsical de- 
light in setting Mrs. Dunster at work 
in Water Street. 

"My dear Mrs. Dunster," she 
would say, well knowing that the 
quondam Mother Goose would sell her 
head for the privilege of being called 
"My Dear Mrs. Dunster'' by the sis- 
ter of an earl, — ^**I wonder if you 
wouldn't like to go to No. 65, the top 
floor back, and himt up Paddy 
O'Neill. Paddy is a bright fellow — 
rather impudent, to be sure, but 
bright. He would be a very grateful 
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boy if you should take Mm up to your 
lovely home and show him some books 
on natural history, for he is passion- 
ately fond of animals. And Mrs. 
O'Neill would be your devoted wor- 
shipper ever afterward.'' 

So poor Mrs. Dunster would be 
packed off to No. 65, top floor back, 
suffering countless indignities on the 
way, and would lead off gingerly the 
delighted Paddy, prepared to give his 
dignified escort the time of her life. 

Even Judge De Vol, after a month 
had passed, came to Lady Caroline 
and proffered his services. The offer 
was promptly accepted, and the Judge 
actually became deeply interested in 
the Civic Club which was organized 
for him to conduct. As keen ques- 
tioners on political, legal, and civic 
matters, and as aggressive and per- 
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sistent debaters, he found the men of 
Water Street, especially the Irish and 
the Jews, f oemen well worthy of his 
steel. 

Besides these two classes in the 
church, there was a third class, larger 
than either, who, with the best inten- 
tions in the world, were ludicrously at 
sea with reference to Water Street- 
There was Mrs- Caldwell, wife of 
Professor Caldwell, who took a copy 
of Browning with her to Water 
Street, and read choice bits from 
''The Ring and the Book" to 
Gretchen Schlechter and Katrina Fel- 
sen. *'I am sure,'' said Mrs- Cald- 
well, pathetically, ''I selected the pas- 
sages of least complexity, but I could 
not seem to make any impression 
upon their intellects.'' 
There was pretty Miss Famsworth, 
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the high-school teacher, who was so 
moved by the poverty-stricken condi- 
tion of the Gugenheimers that she vol- 
unteered to teach Mrs. Gugenheimer 
a way to earn money. It was the art 
of feather-stitching sofa-pillows. 

Madame Roland came into Water 
Street one day with a barouche full of 
her last season's hats and ball-dresses. 
The gifts she made, before Lady 
Caroline discovered her and stopped 
her, set half the female population of 
Water Street by the isars. 

Simeon Bonner, the Sunday-school 
superintendent, bent beneath a vast 
burden of responsibility. He man- 
. fully sought to fulfil his obligations 
by obtaining large numbers of illu- 
minated cards bearing Scripture 
texts, which he bashfully pressed 
upon every man in Water Street. 
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**Eead it/' he would say. "Itll do 
you good. ' ' Unfortunately, the texts 
were in English, a language which 
most of the adult inhabitants of the 
district were quite unable to read. 

There was, however, still another 
class in the church, and these, luckily, 
were the most numerous of all. They 
were people like Deacon Carver and 
Irene; yes, and like Dr. Edgeworth 
himself. They approached the great 
problem with humility, and in a teach- 
able spirit. They possessed common 
sense, and that other sense equally 
valuable, a sense of humor. They 
did not expect to work wonders, cer- 
tainly not immediately. They gladly 
recognized the superior knowledge of 
Lady Caroline and Mr. Huston, and 
took continual lessons from them. 
Most important of all, they did not 
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condescend. They did not pretend. 
With entire frankness they met the 
Water Street people as simple hiunan 
beings like themselves, and in 
friendly fashion set out to know them. 

Not to help them, — at least not at 
first, — ^but just to know them. For 
you cannot help any one until you 
know him. 

Thus, with many a blunder, many 
a hitch, the experiment proceeded. 
And thus the summer passed, — and 
Tuxedo Avenue learned what a sinn- 
mer meant in Water Street. Swiftly 
those terrible months merged in the 
pleasant autumn, and the half year 
of trial drew to a close. 

In the meantime, what of Irene and 
Edgeworth? 
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CHAPTER IX 

In Which the Transplanted Church 
Takes Permanent Root in Water 
Street, and Something a Little More 
Personal Comes to Pass. : : : : 
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CHAPTER IX 

THE Reverend Robert Edgeworth, 
Doctor of Philosophy, spent the 
busiest summer of his life. Tho he 
felt less of a philosopher than ever be- 
fore, and began to dislike to be called 
Doctor, not a day passed but he added 
rich stores of true philosophy to his 
spiritual storehouse. 

He took no vacation that year; he 
could not. Indeed, he was not the 
only member of his church that omit- 
ted the customary vacation. When 
the narrow streets and narrower al- 
leys near the church began to sizzle 
and fester, when the people began to 
live on the sidewalks^ eat there and 
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sleep there, — anywhere but in their 
stifling tenements,' — even to think of 
the seashore for one's self seemed 
treason to human brotherhood. In 
these later years, Edgeworth is com- 
pelled to steel his heart and for self- 
preservation rush away for a few 
weeks to the seashore or moimtains; 
but he tells me that scarcely an hour 
of his vacations but is saddened by 
the moaning of babies and the white 
faces of mothers two himdred miles 
away. That is one of the penalties of 
eyes, and a conscience ! 

Looking back on the first six 
months, Edgeworth sees his work to 
have been very crude. He was feel- 
ing his way. He had, oh, so much to 
learn I 

Not to patronize, for one thing. 
Had to. discover that through Water 
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Street and Tuxedo Avenue, those city 
veins, ran but one blood. Had to 
learn to look beneath strange cos- 
tumes, uncouth manners, unfamiliar 
speech, stolid faces, and see heroes 
there, and saints there, and well- 
meaning, earnest souls there, pre- 
cisely as he would find them beneath 
the shining raiment and fair, clean 
skins of Tuxedo Avenue. Had to 
discover brotherhood. 

Not to '*talk down,'' for another 
thing. Had to perceive that those 
people had brains. Little schooling, 
to be sure, or none at all, but a varied 
experience that had forced thinking 
upon them, and forged for them char- 
acters which, tho rough, were often 
sturdy as adamant. He could teach 
them, but they also could teach him; 
and he could not teach them till he 
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appreciated their ability to teach him 
also. 

Not to bother with externals, but to 
get realities, and let them create their 
own externals, — ^that for the third les- 
son. 

Had to perceive that a sermon — 
for Water Street and Tuxedo Ave- 
nue as well — ^is not words, however 
alluringly fashioned in forms of bal- 
anced sentences, brilliant illustra- 
tions, and neatly fitted argumenta- 
tion. Had to learn that a sermon is 
a great thought into which the 
preacher has lived his way, to which 
the preacher has surrendered, body 
and soul, so that he is the thought and 
not himself, so that the thought has 
its own way with him, and he no more 
cares or knows what words he is us- 
ing than he reckons in breathing 
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what muscles lie employs and in what 
order he employs them. 

Lady Caroline was a great help to 
him, with her vigorous, sensible meth- 
ods, her shrewd wit, and her keen 
woman's insight into the varied hu- 
man natures with which he had now 
to do. 

Deacon Carver was another great 
help. The dear old man was so trans- 
parently loving that he won his way 
to every one's heart, and uncon- 
sciously taught Edgeworth many a 
lesson in the art of getting close to 
people, — ^which isn't an art at all, but 
an emotion. 

Most of all, he was helped by the 
superintendent of the Carpenter 
Street Mission. Huston was a man 
of God. He could honestly say with 
Paul, *^This one thing I do;" and 
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when a man lives entirely for soul- 
winning, souls are won by him. The 
evangel was his meat and drink. 
His last thought at night, his first 
thought in the morning, was of some 
one whom he was trying to lead to 
God. 

Edgeworth spent many hours in his 
mission, an eager learner. He sel- 
dom spoke, and then only when im- 
portimed ; he had too much to learn. 

If there is a minister anywhere that 
is discouraged about himself and his 
work, few joining his church or none 
at all, let him sit down, night after 
night, in a city mission. It is a ver- 
itable school of the prophets — ^will the 
prophets but go to school there ! 

I said that Huston helped the young 
preacher most of all; but there was 
one other who, I think, helped him 
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even more, and that was the Captain. 

Captain Dick grew rapidly feebler 
in that fierce smmner heat, — ^too fee- 
ble, in fact, to be moved even to the 
hospital. But that mattered little, 
for he wished to die in his own little 
room, where hung his sword in its 
rusty scabbard, his moth-eaten uni- 
form, a broken dnmi, and other me- 
morials of the war. 

Bdgeworth spent much time with 
the worn old soldier, and so did Major 
Folsom. Both, in different ways, 
gained from him what they needed. 

Irene also visited him often, as 
Edgeworth learned from his frequent 
mention of her, even if he had not 
guessed it from many a dainty token 
left behind her. Captain Dick called 
her " The Beautiful Lady. ' ' He had 
no other name for her; but when he 
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said to Edgeworth, ^^The Beautiful 
Lady brought me those flowers this 
morning,'' Edgeworth needed no 
more definite naming. 

Strangely, the young man and the 
yoimg woman never met at the Cap- 
tain 's, nor, faithful as they both were 
to the work, did they meet at all that 
summer, save at rare intervals and 
with the barest greeting. A neces- 
sary system, duly announced in the 
church calendars, reserved the pas- 
tor's mornings for his studies and 
gave his afternoons to his calls; the 
mornings were chosen by Irene for 
her work at Water Street. Secretly 
overjoyed with Edgeworth 's progress 
in the realities of the gospel, Irene 
was all the more jealous for the sin- 
gleness of his motives, and of her own. 

And Edgeworth ? Fiercely busy as 
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he was, busier than ever before in his 
life, he found many a moment, never- 
theless, for thought of Irene. But 
his admiration of her exterior love- 
liness had deepened into reverence 
for her beautiful character. As he 
entered into some understanding of 
the life of Christian service, he came 
to be overwhelmed with shame at the 
remembrance of his former sneers, 
and his ignorant contempt of what he 
now saw to be her holy and priceless 
ministries. **I am not worthy,'' he 
would say to himself, **to touch the 
hem of her garment." In contrite 
humiliation, as deep as his pride had 
been lofty, he refrained from seeking 
her out and entering her interests. 
And therefore through the summer 
the two seemed steadily to drift apart. 
But one morning, about eleven, 
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when Irene went to see Captain Dick, 
she was shocked by a great change in 
the patient invalid. 

^^I'm going home," he greeted her, 
feebly but cheerily. "IVe got my 
discharge at last. I'm sure of it." 

Irene could only press his hand, 
weakly stretched out to her. She 
also, looking on his face, was sure 
of it. 

A little later, when the doctor came, 
he bluntly told them what they al- 
ready knew. 

"You're going fast, Captain," he 
said. "You won't last the day out" 

"111 last many a day out," the 
Captain answered; "but not here — 
not here.'* 

Irene could not leave him, for he 
begged her to stay ; and so it hapi)ened 
that when Edgeworth came, early in 
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the afternoon, he found the Beauti- 
ful Lady sitting by the bedside of the 
dying soldier. 

A look of swift understanding 
passed between the two, and then they 
turned to Captain Dick. 

"Is there anything I can do for 
you, comrade? '' asked Edgeworth. 

The old man hesitated. 

"Well — ^yes — ^there is,'' he whis- 
pered at last. "I suppose it's fool- 
ish — ^perhaps it's foolish — ^but I won- 
der if you couldn't put my old uni- 
form on me. Somehow, I'd rather 
like to be mustered out wearing the 
uniform." 

Edgeworth took down the blue gar- 
ments, brushed them reverently with 
his hands, and with infinite care 
dressed the Captain in them. The 
veteran was much exhausted, but lay 
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looking at them for a time smiling 
proudly and happily. 

"And now," he said, when he had 
somewhat recalled his swiftly waning 
strength, "there's another thing I 
want. There's Jim Griffin — ^you 
know Jim?" 

Yes, Edgeworth knew Jim. 

"I've been trying for years to get 
Jim to enlist. I'd like to try him 
once more. Do you think you could 
get him here, and right away, before 
it's too late?" 

Yes, Edgeworth would go for him 
at once. 

"And wait. There's Andy Peter- 
sen. He's been holding off for 
months, and he ought to join the 
army, if only for his poor wife's sake. 
And those Dolan boys, Mike and Tom. 
I'd like to have another word with 
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them. Perhaps they'd listen to me, 
now I'm going/' 

Edgeworth started to go. 

"Just one more. Sally — ^you know 
Sally? — ^London Sally, of course you 
know her. She's a hard case, but 
maybe I might say something — . And 
one-eyed Pete, you might as well 
bring him, too. And that boy of his. 
That's all. Except 'Rastus. If 
'Rastus is anywhere around, bring 
him J' 

Edgeworth knew all these; they 
were well-known characters on Water 
Street, the despair of all Christian 
workers. He was touched beyond 
measure to see how dear were these 
degraded souls to the heart of Cap- 
tain Dick. 

He found them. Some he found at 
once, and sent them in search of 
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others. In a short time he had them 
— all of them but 'Rastus — ^in the old 
soldier's little room. 

It was a motley crowd, their faces 
seamed with sin; but the majestic 
presence of death dignified them with 
awe and instinctive reverence. 

Before Edgeworth could divine his 
intention, the Captain, by a mighty 
effort, half rose in bed, and, with his 
back propped against the grimy wall, 
delivered his last message. Sum- 
moning all his remaining powers, he 
spoke loudly enough for all to hear, 

^^ Comrades,'' he said, **I'm going. 
But I wanted to fight it out on the 
same old line. I wanted to die on the 
field. And my General will let me 
do it. 

** Comrades, you know what flag I 
serve under. You know whose orders 
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I take. For years I have been trjdng 
to recruit some of you. Now I am 
dying, and my dying words are, 
^ Won't you join the army?' 

^^ You know what the devil is doing 
for you. What has he given you, 
Jim, Andy, but empty stomachs 
and weeping wives ? Sally, what has 
he done for you but tear off your 
crown and toss it and you into the 
mud? Tom, Mike, haven't you seen 
enough of the devil's ways to know 
that they are nothing but wretched- 
ness? And Pete, haven't you got 
enough of the drink? Aren't you 
tired of being kicked out of saloons? 

^^Oh, it would make me so happy 
if I could see you all enlist before I 
go! You know what I mean well 
enough. You know you ought to 
clean up, and you know that Jesus 
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Christ is the only one who can make 
you clean. 

*^Won't you give up to Him? Oh, 
won't you surrender to Him? * Un- 
conditional surrender,' — that's what 
my general said. Won't you? The 
minister here will help you. Hell 
show the way. Hell tell you more 
than I ever could if I could stay — ^and 
I'm going, going fast. 

"Here's what I want you to do. I 
want you to take my hand. And if 
you take it, it will be a promise to 
join the army. Come! Ill be 50 
proud to have so many soldiers take 
my place ! Come ! ' ' 

The Captain held out his hand and 
waited 

There was a solemn silence in the 
room, but not for long. 

One by one, with tears streaming 
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from their eyes, they approached the 
bed, — ^Jim and Sally and the rest, — 
grasped the old soldier by the hand, 
bent, some of them, to kiss it, and 
went softly out. 

^^God bless you!'* said Captain 
Dick to each. *^0h, I am so glad, so 
glad ! God bless you ! ' ' 

The three were left alone, and 
Edgeworth was about to aid the ex- 
hausted veteran to lie down again. 

*^No — ^no!" exclaimed the Captaia. 
^^I'd rather not die on my back, if it 
may be. And besides, there is just 
one thing more. Comrade, won 't you 
take this hand, and won't the Beauti- 
ful Lady take the other?" 

^^I'm going to do something I 

shouldn't dare to do if I wasn't going 

away. But — dear ones, I love you. 

Tou have been so good to the old man. 
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!Aiid I have been thinking so much 
about you two, and I always thought 
of you together. And I have been 
talking to each of you about the 
other, and an old man can see things. 

**I'm not mistaken. I have seen 
since you two were in this room to- 
gether that I have not been mistaken. 
You love each other, and now you are 
going to make your old friend happy 
by joining hands at his bedside." 

Irene and Edgeworth looked in 
each others eyes. They saw each 
other through a shimmer of tears, but 
they saw enough. Their hands met 
in a long pressure, and then, as they 
bent above the Captain, their very 
souls came together at their lips. 

And now I have told the story I 
have set out to tell, for the Trans- 
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planted Church in that scene took 
permanent root in Water Street. 

"Whatever they vote to do, dear/' 
said Edgeworth to Irene as they left 
the chamber of death, "I must remain 
here/' 

"And I with you, of course,'' an- 
swered Irene happily, 

Not every one came to that de- 
cision, as you may know. Especially 
when Lady Caroline's return home 
was announced, a rapid exodus was 
made from the Grace Evangelical 
Church, and at the end of the six 
months a highly respectable minority 
claimed the Englishwoman's promise, 
and entered with exultation into their 
hard-earned heritage, a doubly ele- 
gant edifice on the Tuxedo Avenue 
site. 

Upon Edgeworth 's resignation, 
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after a long and exciting series of 
candidates, they gave a unanimous 
call to the Reverend T. DeWitt De 
Lingual, D. D., whom the married 
ladies of Tuxedo Avenue call "too 
restful for anything/^ while the 
young women vote him "a perfect 
dear/^ 

To Lady Caroline's delight, how- 
ever, a very substantial majority of 
the church-members decided heartily 
to remain in Water Street. They are 
there to this day, and many earnest 
Christians have been added to them. 
They cluster lovingly around Edge- 
worth and Irene, and never had lead- 
ers a more loyal following, nor fol- 
lowers more devoted and successful 
leaders. 

Lady Caroline's splendid endow- 
ment has been splendidly supple- 
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mented by several wealthy men of 
Dexter, until now the Clmrcli of the 
Good News, as it is happily called, is 
a magnificent institution, the true 
center of life and love and power for 
the whole great city. 

In place of the old deadness and 
formalism and selfish exclusiveness is 
a spirit of radiant self -giving. In- 
deed, that church has actually grown 
to be what all churches should be, the 
Body of Christ, — His mouth. His 
feet, His loving hands, ministering in 
His stead and in His name to all His 
children. And thus the Transplanted 
Church has become, through God's 
grace and His people's obedience, the 
Church Transformed. 
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